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INTRODUCTION. 

■ 

r 

In 1866 was published at Paris an anthology of 
vcrscjjentitled Parnasse Contemfiorain. A second 

collection appeared under the same title in i87t ; 
a third in 1876. The poets thus grouped, between 
whom and the Romanticists Gautier, Banville, and 
Baudelaire are the connecting links, came to be 
known as “Parnassians.” In opposition to the 
personal poetry of the Romantic School, with its 
apotheosis of the poet’s cj>o^ and its morbid con¬ 
fessions of feelings most men arc fain to hide, the 
Parnassians preached restraint, the effacement of 
the artist in his matter, a lofty disdain of cheap 
sympathy; and they aimed at absolute perfection 
of form. Most of them, mechanics rather than 
poets, are now forgotten or discredited ; but the 
doctrines which they upheld were authoritative in 
French poetry for twenty years. Two of them, 
Leconte de Lisle (1818-1894) and Jos6 Maria de 
Heredia (1842-1905), were great poets; two others, 
Stilly Prudhomme (1839-1910) and Francois Copp^e 
(1842-1908), achieved an exaggerated reputation. 
Of the^est, Anatole France and Paul Bourget 
became successful novelists; while Stephane Mai- 
larm^, Villiers de I’Isle-Adam, and Paul Verlaine 
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broke a way for a poetry diametrically opposed to 
the Parnassian manner. 

The Painassian school of poetry was definitely 
killed about 1885 by a new generation of poets 
whom their enemies christened ‘*les decadents.” 
Some of them accepted the name; but it fell into 
disuse among themselves as the teim “symboliits” 
gained ground. 

There is a prevalent notion among the ill-informed 
that the “decadents,” or, better, “symbolists” were, 
or arc, perverted voluptuaries, witli np more back¬ 
bone than a lampern, victims of hypenesthesia, 
“exquisite invalids,” as Anatole France calls them, 
or, as Ernest Renan said they were, “bal)ies sucking 
their thumbs.” This may be true of such a creature 
as Maurice Rollinat (“le sous-Uaudclaire”), or even 
of Oscar Wilde, who was in the swim of the move¬ 
ment ; but the fact remains that the majority of our 
symbolist* are eminently respectable gentlemen, 
earnest students who have led as straight a life as 
many an English Philistine. The reader should 
disabuse his mind of any prejudice he may have 
imbibed from such an absuid book as Max 
Nordau’s Ih\i,>€ueration^^ or even Vance Thompson's 
amusing but misleading F^ciuh Portutits. 

The oiigin of symbolism may be traced back to 
1875. In that year the Pumasse contaapofaui 

^ A<lolphc Hetto H ItttoH, hi Le Symbolimet how he and Jiis 
Irioiuia got wind of Nordan’s jilaus, sal near him in a cftiS 
and regaled him with the most naughty language, telling 
jiiida^'ious tihs winch he held liis deaf oars to drink in, 
took for gosiiel truth. See also the ignorant account in 
Lombrosoi** The Man of Gent us y pp. 230 if. 
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refused to include m their third antholojjfy 
Mallarine’s poem /}A/>tts-mhU iVmi Famtc, 'I'his 
appeared sej)ar<itely in lo'/f), with rations by 
Manet. 

'fhe year belore AKindimt'^ had published a 
translation ol I’oe’s in a bibhophile’j liooK 

illu||traledal a) by Manet — a li:inslatit)n into a piosi- 
whirh singularly refines the blatant riininj;' of its 
original. In 11:^76 he published also a rcpiint of 
Beckford*s VaiJiek (the original h'rtmch edition oi 
which had been published by a Mallannc), with 
a prefatory essay in “symphonic prose.” In 1877 
appeared his Pohies CompIUes^ photo-litliogiaphed 
from the manuscript. In 1893 his best oiiginal 
work, which had become famous without being 
known, was made accessible in a colume entitled 
Vers et Prose ^ with a portrait of the poet by 
Whistler. 

IJAprh-Mitil dHni Faune inaugurates the revolt 
against the Parnassian discipline. Not that the 
form of the verse presents differences: Mallanm* 
never rejected the classical prosody. But tlie 
substance was something entirely new ; the poem 
^was the first masterpiece of Symbolism. 

What is Symbolism? The symbolists them¬ 
selves have elaborated subtle definitions. But the 

* BaiuleUire’a translation of Pot*’s taleHoppoari^d thofiaint* 
year, Mailarnie published fnrtlior translations of in 
18811. Tlie ovcr'estimation of Toe m Fnun'c is astounding. 
Saniain wroto of him (see [iociiuet, p. 120): “ J'ai In Poe 
cette JVcidenienb il est a classei parini levi plus 

. . . Si le mot porfectiou it pu Tire pronoiiee, eVst 
pour im cus eonnue cpUn-Ja.” 
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best definition is ])cthaps the simplest. Do not 
itescrihe ; “Abolio, la pretention , . . 

d’lndiirc ail papier subtil dn volume aiilrc chose 
i|uc pal example I’horreur de la (oiet, ou le lonneiie 
mud opal's au feiiillage. non le bois uituns^t^ue et 
dense des aibies.^^^ “Nomincr iin objet, c’e.st 
buppriiner les irols r|iMi'ts dc la joiiissancct^du 
potane, qui est faite du bonheur dc deviner pen h 
pen ; le suggerer, voiL\ le leve.” - For the dirert 
expression of the Parnassians, indircc't expression 
by means of symbols, helped by words revived, or 
laie, and steeped m mystery, lit with phosphorus 
fiom the poet’s finger : •* d’lmjjollucs vocables, la 
peiiodc qui s’arcdioiUe alternant avec la pt^riode 
niix defaillances ondulces, les pleonasmes signifira- 
tifs, les mysttSrieuscs ellipses, ranacoliilhe en 


^ Mall.inn Vers et Pnnr, ])p 184-5. 

- IVlall.irim, EiLqutt*’ sftr VErolnfmn lilUmire^ p. 60. An 
extreme example oi Mnllaiiie’s mrtliod is the Ime: “Jo 
Papporto I’enfaut d’uno null (i’hhiiiue”—I bring you the 
ehihl of an hlninenn niglil, /.r., .an Kdomite baliy, ?.r,, a 
poem I Inive written in tl»e night. Other exUBtiie symbols 
are tbo.se by Saint-Pol Roux: midwife of liglit*-the cock; 
.su(‘kiug hill—a bastard ; to psalm the alexandrine of bronze 
- to peal inidnigliL; lather Adam’s cognac—the fresh air; 
omeg^i—the buttocks ; leaves of living salad -frogs. 

•* hossetti worked at romanoe.s ol chivalry in the British 
JMuseum, hoping to “pitch upon .stuimmg words forjiootrj^” 
(Knight's Lite of p. tlS), Monsas not only revived 

words, but actually succeeded iii writing the French* of 
Ronsard. Hence the apparent need oi the dictionary 
which a certain Jaeiiues Idowerl publihUed lU 1^88: I*etU 
(Eosfuwr ftoursercird VI nielli gertce des A wieins decadents ef 
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suspens, tout trope Inuli ct niiiltifonuc ” 
(fe ui Mou^ is) 

Symbolism \v is .rbo, like the CtllK Kevu il, i 
lenas^eiicc o( uoniki In tin u peel it w i .i 
iCACtion 111) tlx i) iliii ill In fct jiool uhu li Ma 
lU voi>uo 111 the ( iil\ ei I n (c li nip cl( 

nadiuahsmc 't otPiuui, ^ Aiiolpht Krtt< 
“nous faision > Telit l dc uonljcitloin, ^ iii 03 cni^cu\ 
<5gares dins une usine plcine dodein^ de tamboins 
et d’huile chaude The Symbolists weie bilk 
concerned with things is they arc ‘‘Lescoriu\ 
iouges/’ says Reniy dc (lonimont,^ “ nons les vinu s 
assez tpi’ils soicnt blcus Fanty had bet n lorn* 
suppressed, and now Iheie via^ a subliminal up 
1 Lish, 

Ihc great f mil of the Ikirnas‘>lans is lliat ihei 
paint “The fiist concern of tlie man who i\iitcs 
in prose oi verse/ ‘^ays I ccontc dc Li*'lc, ‘‘should 
be to set in »elicf tiro piduicstine •■ide ol outet 
objects.” Now Lessing had laid it down m the 
jAiokoon^ in opposition to tlic dit turn ol Herat e /V 
pK^tura potsi^^ that in art should not be 

mixed; poetiy, he said, is m lime, painting and 
^ sculpture arc m space Ihit the liteiatuFC wliuh 
followed Lessing went ajdinst him Rousseau 
painted, so did Chateaubriand, the Komintuists 
painted, and the Parnassians after them The 
Pre-Raphaelites painted, too, though in a ddfeient 

^ The haiikinjiti V of Natur'ih la ditis fioiii the 'ipjioii 
^nco of \1stom)i Mokhioi cU \omi< s Hmua} nts t in 
2 Le Y UI 

•* V IdCaluiiK f i> S/2. 
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manner to the cold, correct manner of the Par¬ 
nassians; and here let it be said that the Sym- 
boli‘'fs were infhicnrcd by the Pre-Kaphaelitcs,^ 
whose ^;]ow ol ( oloin sevn'ial of tiiiMn have. 

But it, a((oidin^ to the lules set u}» by Lcssin^^, 
painting; and poetry iiuisl not be nn\cd, neither 
must poet I y and nnisn . Now the fusing of poetery 
and musi< is the most tlistinctive mark of symbolist 
poetry.*^ Just as Rossetti w^as at the same time a 
painter and a poet, Wagner was at the same time 
a composer and a poet. And \Yagner, who WTote 
fancifully on the mystic marriage of poetry and 
music, is one of the fountain-heads of symbolism." 

Pei imps they are not wrong who say that music 
is the most advanced expression of art: that whicli 
springs from the most refined cultivation of the 
mind. If this is true, it follows that as culture 
becomes more intense, music will become more 
and mote its natural medium of expression. But 
for the present those who go from the clear poetry 
of Tennyson to that of the Symbolists will be 
repelled by the obscurity of the latter, vague as 
music is. 

In the case of Mallarme the obscurity is de¬ 
liberate. “ Mallarmi^ was an intellectual aristocrat. 

1 D’autr^'i pn'Ti reuct^';; les pootes nnglais Swinburtie, 
Kosetti Willifini Morice (s'/V), 1<^ poiiitre Ihiine-Jones." 
MaeteiliiH’K in IJurot s Mnquete^ )), PiO. 

Ono niiglit point out, too, the reoeiit coufusion of daffc^ 
ing ^\ith .sculpture and music, aiul tht* oonliisiou of iiuisir 
and sculpt uiu in sucli a .statue as Mux Kliugt-r’s JlP^thovrn. 

^ But sec Dulianiel and Vildrac, aur ht Trvhniquf^ 

poHuiae^ p. 47 . 
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His tranquil dignity, spiiitual poise, politeness 
without hypocrisy or affectation, his freedom from 
the usual vulgarities oi a society skilled in the art 
of sensation and puffery, made him conspicuous. 
Rut there was method in the obscurity of his 
literary manner. He was obsciae with a purpose. 

would make it an impossibility lor the ciitic 
a la modcy be he a lirunetierc or*a Lcmaitie, to 
scale the bainers of his poetic* domain. 

SufTicient time has alicady elapsed for us now to 
be able to estimate the greatness of Mallarme as 
against the shallow Univeisity < litics who ridiculed 
him. Not that his own work seems likely to be 
immortal: it is too mannered, extreme, and narrow 
in range; his real significance lies in the influence he 
exerted on the generation that followed him. While 
the professors of the Sorbonne (“ccs voix soules de 
bruit’') were denying the prophet, the brainiest 
young men of France weic drinking in his words. 
No teacher has ever had such a brilliant or a more 
devoted band of disciples. They gathered round 
him in his salon in the Rue de Rome : Rene Cihil, 
Gustave Kahn, Jules Laforgue, Albert MofkeJ, 
Henri de Rcgnier, Francis VieR’^Griffm, Andre 
Fontainas, Andie (iide, A.-Ferdinand Hetold, 
Pierre Louys, Camille Maiiclair, Stuart Merrill, 
John Payne, Wlnstler, Adolphe Kelte, Marcel 
Schwob, Paterne Reiiichon, and mahy others who 
l5fecame famous ‘‘Nous passions Li des heures 
inonbli^bles,*' says Albeit Mocke), “les meilleuies, 


^ Krancib GnerHou. 
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sans fiontc, que noas connaitrons jamais; nous y 
assistions, parmi toutes les j^rAces ct toiites les 
seduclions do la parole, a cc cuUe desintcresse 
(les id(lTs qui csl la joie rcli^ieusc dc I’esprit. Et 
celui qui nous accueillait ainsi etait Ic type absolu 
dll poele, le ccenr qui salt aimer, le front <iui 
sail coinprcndre—infeiieur a nulle chose ct n^n 
dedai^nant aiicune, car il discernait en chacune un 
secret enseig’uemcnt on une iina^e de Beaute.” 

Probably posterity will consider Mallarmc greater 
as a man than as a poet; he had more character 
than genius. Decadent he cannot be called in any 
sense: he was a gentleman in the best English 
incaiiing of the word; his life was stainless, his 
brain and his senses were liealthv. Mockel's book 
on the master has for its title: Sii^phane 
Un Hiiros. And a hero he was; not less a hero 
than Dr Johnson, But Mnllannt; was not like a 
hedgehog turning its spikes outwards to a hostile 
world; he was the butt of calumny, malice, and 
ridicule, but he ke])l his temper, and did not swerve 
one hair’s breadth from the path he had appointed 
himself. He had Meredith’s scorn of the critics’^; 
and he did not seek, as so many poets do, to earn 
his living by poetry, looking upon himself rather as 
the }uiest in the temple than as the merchant 
(i>ing his wares in the maikel-place. He kept 
hiins(df and his family by tcacliing English jn 
vaiions school-*: “un I.iIkhu de linguisti(iuc par 
Iccjiiel (juotidiennement sanglote de s’intesrompre 
ma noble faciiIU; poetique.” 

The confusion of music and poetry was carried 
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furthest by a poet of iSel^^icin descent, Kctic Chil 
(1862—). He hai> attciapted to wiite metaphysical 
poetry on a basis of colour-andition. 

His start in^^-point,no doubt, is Kimbaud's famous 
sonnet on the vowels; but it must be noted that he 
does not agree with Rimbaud as to the c olours of 
thc^ vowels I, O, and TJ, which for him aie blue, 
red, and yelloAV respectively. 

There is nothing* at all new in “colour-audition.” 
In 1734 Father Castel invented a dance in (ie\ 
couhurs^ a clavichoid which was intended “to 
make sound visible and interpiet it in terms of 
colour.”’ Erasmus Darwin relers to “words of 
audible music” in tire Interlude to Canto II. of his 
Loves of the Plants. Locke mentions a blind 
person who saw scarlet in the sound of a trumpet 
Uhc “scarlet blast of trumpets” is now journalese). 
Rousseau maintained that “sounds arc never more 
effective than w’hen they produ< c the impression of 
colours.” Alfred de Musset argued that fa was 
yellow, sol red, a soprano voice blonde, a contralto 
voice brunette. Carlyle, describing a performance 
at Drury Lane, wrote: “The murmur swelled up 
from the whole audience into a passionate burst of 
approval, the voices of the men rising—in your 
imagination—like a red mountain, with the womcn^s 
voices floating round it like a blue vapour, you 
might say.” It is not so very far fiom this to Sainl- 
P0M<oiix’ description of the ro< k's crow as a 
sonorous poppy. 


1 Babbitt, Th Sew Laokom, j). 51 tf, 171 fl‘ 
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There ih nothin^^ very new, therefore, in Rend 
Ghil’s “ instrumentisttheories. He writes: 
“ Constatanl Icb souverainetes !cs Harpes sent 
blanches; cl blciis sont les Violons mollis souvenl 
d'une ])hosphorescence pour surmener les par- 
oxysmes; cn Li plenitude des Ovations les cuivres 
sont rouges; Mes Flutes, jaiincs, f[ui modufent 
I’lngenu setonnant de la Incur cics levies; ci, 
.souideur de la 'rciie et des Chaus, synthesc 
sirnpfcincnt des seuJs simples, Ics Orgries toutes 
noires plangwenf. ” Verde). 

The proof of the pudding is in the eating, and 
the reader may sec if he can digest this extract 
from GhiVs Dire du Mieux: 

*‘l)n melange oternel dos Morts, criui ])oiiit dc vie 
qui tend tangontiel son de&ir dc renaitre 
an long de VeUiidiquo l*lus,—elles n’oni pa? 
ert'e ■ 

(Vavoir laisst" mandiro la germure 
dc leu IS Ventres, et de I'livoir vonop aux rites 
de Texjuation Tun de I’autre, do THomme 
et dll jJieu-Homme,—on, ii’etendant que lea liinitca 
flu dtfaespoir hiimain et de la vaine aomnie 
de rUnivers ponssant <rmio lypsine impure — 
tondo k mourir eri aoi la Vie uinsaonvie : 
h) Vie, quf lie tout son uina'i de muuoirp 
o<nitimie a gernier rAiiioui ’ . . 

One has the impression, m leadmg (^lil, lhatjie 
is a noble, veiy gifted poet, but lost and strayed. 
Still, the explorers in the virgin forests who never 
win to the light, they also, deserve well of humanity.** 

If one can think in colour, one might also be 
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expected to tl)ink ni pciiiunpb 'Ilm fe n \vd^ 
peiioriTied b> tiiu Ijciinan Kouiiinlici'.U ^ IJiudc 
IcAiieS sonnet, ^* ( one-ipondences,” is onf ot t) r 
holy texts of tlr symbolists 

“ Natuic a tiiuj k is whose ] ill ii m" 
t Words nl a t in^l^d lurlod y , nid ivmi 

l’a'>:iss thiou^li wood o( sj luhoi» oUl^ whu li u ii 
With e>( s he seem j to kll()t^, hi louimvm 

Like felloe l(iii % wind) i lioni fii t»H\ i h 
iileiid in 1 uiii(> (ink md jmd mud, 

Vast as 1hc nielli uid h dit so<oloui, ouiid, 

And occiit to oiu iiiollici c ill i<pb 

Some |H rlmiH ate like hahies’ tksh sud 
As swfpt IS obois, lime like praiiH "if<ii 
— And otheis, luh, coriupt* and tii imphiiv, 

As imeii p, amhti, musk, andbcn/oin, 

Kten as a stub inhiiit> condenses, 
riodauu Uu 1ian«'i oits oJ the soul and < n cs 

These theories h<ivc even been iiitruducod into 
the theatre When Koinaid^^ adaptation of the 
So,fig of Solomon w*u staged by the ThcAtie d’Art, 
A dominated in the fust act and the decoration was 
black; m the second act PI pievailecl and the 
decoration was white, etc Moieo\et, Roinaid 
wished foi clouds of peifume lo be sheti over the 
fcpCctators, c01 responding to the veibai sensations 
he hoped to evol e Unloiinnately the lesources 
of the ttieatre did not ptinut ol the evpense iht 


> babbitt, The oV) m LaoLooUf pp 17f> C 
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expeiiment would have entailed. “ On se contenta 
done de ])ostcr dans l’orche«^tre deux machinistes 
(jui pctiihsaient de niodcstes vaporisaleurs em- 
prnntes an cabinet dc toilette de Mme. Fort. 
Seuls les nc? ranges au premier rang des fauteiiils 
percevaient quelque arome. Mais le reste de la 
salle ne senlait rien. On s’cgaya fort a considifrer 
Ic serieux aver lequel les machinistes nianiaient 
Iciirs iistensiles. Tuis quelques plaisants se mirent 

reniflcr dc toiites leurs forces, de sorte que le 
spectacle s’acheva dans un desordre plutot dr6- 
latique/’^ The “ first experimental perfume concert 
in America,” which was given at the Carnegie 
Lyceum in New York in 1902, and which under¬ 
took to waft the audience on a series of odours to 
Japan, seems also to have had a hilarious ending.® 

One must also point to the influence of German 
philosophy on the Symbolists. “ On remarquera,” 
says Rcmy de (murmonl, “que les manifestes de 
Jean Moreas sont la traduction des idecs de 
Schopenhauer. Les pontes symbolistes, hypnotises 
par I’irrealite du inonde exKirieur, se sont mis h le 
creer,avec une magnifique fantaisie.” Similarly Jean 
de Gourmont: “Le Symbolisme ne fut pas d’al^rdt 
une revolution, mais une evolution provoquee par 
rinfiltration de nouvelles idees philosophiques. 
l.es theories de Kant, de Schopenhauer, de Hegel 
et de Hartmann commen(,aient h se r^pandre cn 
France; les pontes s^cn griscrent ” 

* Kottt, Lc iftntef w. 200-20]. * ^ 

^ Sfjti Knhiutt, The JSfew Lunl'ooUy p. 182. Siiinl-PoMiOu* 
calls tlia ]'crfunio ol llowers “ a song for the nostrils ** 
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The ideas of Schopcnhrjuer had already influenced 
some of the Parnassians, especially Jean Lahoi, who 
is included in this antholopjy because by his personal 
note, as well as by his cult of folk-sonj*, he scenic a 
“poet of to-day.” Ilis grandmother was a Danish 
lady, and he married the daughter of a maid of 
Kent; he was imbued with (iermanic and English 
cultuie. While a student at Straslnug he came 
under the spell of German litcratuie; and Ruckcri’s 
oriental poetry sent him to Indian Iiieratiire and 
Buddhism. He was a friend of William Morris 
and Burne-Jones, and knew Raskin. He was not 
a genuine I’arnassian; he has the wSymbolists’ sense 
of woman, l^ochcblavc says of his style: Ellc a 
les mollesses et Ics tendresses oricntalcs: clle n’en 
a pas les dclats ev:cessifs. Lcs munes pcmturcs, 
(lui fournirent a un i-econtc de Lisle Ics conleuis 
d’une mosaiqiic d’emaux, donnent che/ Labor le 
moelleux caressant dun tapis de Perse.”* 11 is 
poem “ Intdiieur Venitien ” may serve as an ex¬ 
ample of his occasional Pre-Raphaelitism: 

‘*Derri('>re sos cheveux cnlrc-croihaut niaius 
Pour mioux faire siiiliir la i>ointe do ses soins, 

Bur uu draj) do brociut s'oloiid tnie ot pariuitc 
XJne foniiiK*, ot <dle jHuioIie la tfte 

VcTR sou anjaut, un giavo t*t \\n patncioii, 

Api('S avoir anisi i>ost 'ritirii. 

Houh lo ci(d olriir on voit pai la fetaUn' oineifo 
lo Grand Canal, ot ln‘iubli*r d ms Tesm 
Le redet doM i>!ilais einjMmrpH^s pai le .sou. * 

Lo mafuiliquo, as us pn's d*iiu loviior non, 

^ (Eiivrcn ChoisiU)^ p. xviii, 
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Iconic en cni<. ^Jint d jui\ li lignc IjIuk lif 
i t 1 ondiil iliuii lidii({uillc (1( 1 1 hail lit, 

J)fs iiislniniinl loinlnn qiu in hut h auonls 
All hiiiuomuix ct pin tit cc Itdii toips ’ 

Such poetry as this is not nnliko that of some of 
the Symbolists \-1 Hfiold for instance i 
Vilhei> (Ic lisle Adam (I'lqo n)) w.is latber a 
piobc wiitei th 111 i ]K)et lie is mentioned hcie 
bee lu c the Symboli ts ^ I iim him Ihcit master ‘ 
P ml \ciliuie (ib|4 t/)\ who wis of Belgian 
origin, olten classed among the symbolists, but 
he wis I e illy i som< wliit icc ikitiant Painassian— 
at ill events as fai as his pioiody is concerned 
He petnhed his (ontcmpoi iiics by Imntn^ a 
sonnet upside down 

Wlmn 1 wa*i quite \ hill to uk Wds ^ivcn 
I h( Koh 1 iiooi, 1 It in fabulous 
Halls of Ddiius, iltUo-^aholus 

Desire cicatcd uiitln loots of diivcn 

Cl old. III oc tilts and sounds of music dying, 

Hdicnih oi houjis all aioiind me l>mg 


^ ‘TtMyii las s nutiii \ illn r d< 1J h Adam pendant 
hs tpt mois qiK ) i* 1 i i 'lout ( 0 <pie j^ai 

I id ( t t I \illiei:»quc I k doH 1 t( inmatjous plus 
qua es tuvresqncj idinia hcaKou]fd nlhur's 
iiNiK liuut s I 1 * tn ahiiiilouhtint 

M 7 ill IcSjium ^tu i\ in lit qui mvre Ja ui uiaitre 
t]t puh spiuiilLintid dis jdiis uUali ics <l cutrt 
itnt \ ilhtig de 1 hie Ndam, ect nurdisto du teve 0t dti 
1 IIOUK ’ *—111: V\ DF trOLBIiOM ifrtt/ , p 135 
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My heftrt, l»v now c'rmlron<‘,lj 

Knows lifo, .tiol , Ikkv foiidt il TfHi ( r<*M“n 
Alnl now it l.oM m (Ihm-I, its lolly low , 

Although il 1 > lu'l o\u iiit’t T, ( ui) (til 

t 

Wi'U ’ If Uir f.)fe 1 in 1 Miilii I'ln v uii hliol^l, 

Kn‘on all nibnsatnl ol won*, 

• On lovely woimu wlio v,ui ih>1 'x* ninu’, 

Fie on ticU rimes ainl ]>rll(lent liiennls j^iowii eoltl " 

» 

But his siibstanro, of course, was new, ami be is 
tho one (lod by whom all the symbolistb swc^ai. 
fiis “Art po6ti(]ue’’ is another of their lioly tc'cls, 

Afii-ic ai rit'h as the nose b, 

Not <M|iial jiair l>> 
lint l]oiUiij.c vnj;no in the an, 

W'llli nothin'', tliai wto ']i'> or ]>o‘es. 

Let not thy keen hriiin Ijo ivukeil 
For W7)r(ls Unit (Mnnot he wroii': 

Oeaiesl the dninkeii .son^t 
Tliat manies vaj^uo to exact. 

Veils nniknig lovelier eyes, 

Noon’s sluverinj^ heal, amt in wann 
Autnmn cveniniC'. the Hwariii 
01 stars shining clear in the skies. 

We need but the riharle, hut the gleam, 

No colour, hnt elnisteued lightn! 

Only the .slnule unites 
riarioii to Ihite, ilnani to dream. 

From murderoufi jiuns turn thy face, 

• And from ohseeue laughtei, and wit, 

The eyes in the bine laugh at it, 

All this garlic for a}jf>elite.s base I 
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<) ilio ( nmo"'. of linn iri vilt * 

Wli it cr \/\ nt .,10, (l( il l)o\, 

I oij t (I us till I ntlinijj to\ 

1 111 111 ll tlloVV UIUI 1 till lll< ^ 

i 1 i mil ll moil Lli ui ol i mu ’ 

» t tli^ \t isi hi 1 dim 111 du si u , 

!.( ll Ult di it fi siui it ilh 
io oUit i otliri tlinus 

lift tli> ’loisu bo till qiu t of ,i buj\ 

Till aispbifo^eot mo um^ lint lilows, 
Sipping the tliyrm mil die rosi . , 

All btsuh s IS but ]) ipi i .iml ptiiit ’ 

7hit poem 19 woith moie Ih.in all the com- 
mciilancb on s)mbo}isni 7 a i7unt^on 
(whethet it ine.ins *‘giav bonq,” as some of my 
fiiends s ly, or “dumken song,” as otheis say “but 
siiicly u means both\ that is the best description 
of many of the best poems which the symbolists 
have wiitten, those intangible songs which so often 
bring tears to the eves, ^ 

“ Jjcoutcz 111 clutl'lOll bli J 1 doiicu 

Qui no ploiiie ipic pom \oii'. pi tin, 

Kllc ost (liscrett, * Ih i si h*iiu, 

Un fnssoii dhaii &iu do U mousse ’ ” 

But what blasphemy Vcilaine's indictment of 
lime must have seemed to the Parnassians! Jhe 
nine was eveiything to thorn. Heiedia exhausted 
history to find such rimes as ‘‘biva Tokungawa*” 
liegle seiglc.” And this is the way he talked tfb 
lluret. “ Une rime heuieuse arrivant au bout d*un 
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beau vers e’est qiiehjue (hose romme le j)ana(}K 
on la fran;je d’l rumc <)iii pat ichC've, .ivec un fi uns 
de toniK'iic on iin ninrnuin dtlicicux, ]e dtldlt 
meat dune ])tPc I iiar ’ Wli u would Heicdia 
have iii\en foi tlu d-.sonaui(. of I laiKis J unnics 
And yet these tisjon.inccd poems of J imine-. an 
paljn 4 tatinj^ mdstcipK(cs, led with a ru li heiits 
blood, while HeiediaS sonnets aic the cold, jewelled 
trophies of a life’s haid laboui. 

Aithui Rimbaud, too, is remarkable for his 
ongmahty Ihis wondciful boy i<iu away tc 
peatedly fiom his home m the Ardennes, luied 
like a moth by the glamour of the capital. At 
the age of seventeen he hid alreidy wiitleii liis 
best poems, and he had the idea ol sending these 
to Veil line, who mvitcd him to i ome to Pans 
He arrived there in 1071, and was \ erlame’s guest 
fot a time. 1 hen the two poets tiavelled togethei 
m England and Pelgium, until Vcilaine attempted 
to shoot his friend, and was sentenced to two 
years* imprisonment Rimbaud was expelled fiom 
Belgium, went to Loudon to teach English, ttavellcd 
in (ieimany and Italy, enlisted in the Dutdi aimy, 
deserted, wandered about the islands of Java, came 
back to Europe, became check taker to a cirrus, 
m which capacity he tiavelled over England, 
Belgium, Holland, and SvAeden, and finally, with 
funds provided by his family, sailed foi Alexandri i 
witlflhe intention of becoming j meichant He 
arrived in Abyssinia, where he traded with the 
r^tives of the mtenoi, doing good woik, too, as an 
exploier, and furnishing the Negus with arms to 
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fight Italy wiili. In 1891 a tumour in his right 
knee obliged him to retuin to h'rance, and he died 
in hospital at M.iiscilles in the same year* 

lie had wiitteu nullung afiei the poems ol his 
adolesc eni and Ins book of piose-poetty, Le^ 
lUu))unaiio}t\ (1880). 7 he aiulacity^ of some of 

hi> poems is appalling* Lc\ premures com- 
miinioij s. 

“ Viniiuent, r’est hOte, cos ile villatjfcs 

Oil (lani/e Kiids niaTniots, oiiorassaiit les piliors, 
Kuiutcnt, {TT.isseyjJii Us diviiis habillages, 

Hu noil grotesipic dont fejincntfiit Ics soiiUers’* , , . 

Not until 1886 did iconoclasts arrive who attacked 
the most sacred laws of French poetry. As every¬ 
body knows, the classical medium of Ficnch veise 
is the alexandrine. We all remember with pain 
the sing song tragedies we read at school. 

** Mon (ponse, eii ccs licni, luen <|uc nonf fois ft condc, 

A pouitaut couseivt sa golce pudilionde’' . . . 

What the men of the new school substituted for 
this “ whetstone of the teeth ” (as Byron called it) 
came to be known as the vers Hhre. 'Franslate the? 
term, and you explain the thing : it is “free vefse.’^ 
A bundle of rusty rules are .scrapped, and the 
length of the line is fitted to the emotioa 

^ “T1 > a dans sun oeuvre pliisieurs jiagen qui donn^iSt un 
pen I’inipiession do beauts (pie Ton pouriait resscntir devant 
nn cra]Mud cougrfiiucnt pustulcnx, nne licllc iijqihiliii ou 
U* (’hAtcaii Rouge a luMircs dii emr,'*—R emit IKU 

(U)^RM'>^ r. 
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Wlio invented the vers hhre? Some say Uim- 
baud> in hib prose-poems ],v\ fllunthidtions. (>lhers 
say |nles Lafon»iH‘ l)n)u>di{ \i /loin (jeini.iov, 
Others; Viek (Jiitilii '>e! Llu' ktshion by sonic 
tninblalions fioni Walt WhUni«'m ^ wbnli he pub¬ 
lished in Aa Cnrvtiche. Some say Mane Kiy- 
sinsl?a. Clustave Kahn says: C.ustave Kalm. 

Gustave Kahn, like Andre Spite, isM Jew, He 
was born, as Verlaine was, at Met/; he studied at 
the flcole ih's hifigues on'eTtfdlcSy and spent his four 
years of military service in Algeiia. On his return 
to Paris he founded a weekly journal, La 
in which he published most of the, poems which 
appeared in volume foim m i8(S7 as Lf\ Palais 
Nomades. it is a very oii^inal and very obscure 
book, and it owed moie to the jioct's Oriental 
studies and to his Jewish blood than to French 
tradition. His style >’rovvs j^radnally somewhat 
clearer in his sncceedim» books; Ciuinsons d* Amanl 
(1891); Domainc de Fte (1895); La Plnic et le 
beau Temps (1895); IJmbis de Lumih'e (1895); 
and Tc Livre dTmaizes (1897). 

**A rpti (loit-on h‘ vors lihre? , , . surtout a Walt 
'Whitniati, dont on (‘oiiiTn(^n(;ait alors a fs'nfiter la lirenro 
maleRtneuso/*—H bm\ nB (Uiurmont, fitter- 

(firrSy p, S245. . nn (l(*.s r<*inltats <lo rinnueiicv de 

^*trauf?er«i, notaimnenfc du jiotte aimiicaiu Walt 
Whitiftan, trt“J apin/^cu* d<‘s icrivains hymbolistes.”--/W^'‘7 
iVAiiJtnmVJuny i., p. 201. “And just an hoe created 
modern Frencli prose, Wliitniau rt'-crealed modem French 
Vancb TjiOMrsoN, Frmch i^uifraiie, p. 103. See 
also L('ou ba/al^ettFs )>refa<‘e to his translations ot Wlub 
man, Feuillen dlltrbf\ Mercnredc Praij^c, 2nd edit., 
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One may read Kahn with wilrl and only 

understand a woul hcic and theie It is like 
to iniisH * 

I 

“ \c)iv : la (.'liansoii rjiii hrise 

(Ml son (Mi'ui, son oo'ur enscvoli 

h‘ son (l(*s llut('s auA acrordfs dps briptis 
ct la Jiiarclie iiiiptiale di\s })rikM Ijs." 

Omitted punctuation tangles the sense, there is 
that liicling' of the rimes which was no secret to 
Wolfiam von Eschenbach; but pierce his obscurity, 
you will find opulent thought and luxuriant, richly- 
peifumed imagination ; and if you have ears to 
hear, you will find that his music is independent of 
any rimes he may use, softened by the soothing 
words he revives^ far-wafted from a harp hung on 
willows, glimpsing strange dream-flowers that rise 
out of it hke lilies. He has the secret of Oriental 
images—psalms grown silent, rituals of tribes in 
exile, words at evening on the mountain, SoIomon^s 
dazzling song again ; a very debris of ideas; 
Jewish sensuality refined on the cold heights off 
philosophy. His verses are a sea lapping the hard^ 
rocks of our incredulity, and now and then ohO 
deep-drawn wave curls high and whelms us with 
emotion. 

A translator who produces an anthology like the 
present must make bold to translate anything, if 
he is to allot to each poet the space which is due 
to him among his fellows. Ihit Jules 'Laforgue 
defies tianslation, for the simple reason that hft 
strength lies to a great extent in puns and dis- 
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tortions of mcrinmi.;. How is one to topiodiico 
vhhipti^s tfij; la n'lcs/r etd nuUiii'; A If' qfu 
fa vie iSt (jifoUdiettne ; fl/avl l/f/a/fl ’ ]fine’s 

puntmig IS noi tlial ^vlll(l» Wil.nn'^ < oiHluniMCfi, 
the punnin}4 wlinli inakis the > weo|> it is 

a tra^^ic punning’, lull ol the iilnunil dcspaii, a 
forlorn j^aiely. 

It must be made dear, thcrcfoid (to those who 
have not read (rcorj^c Moore’s fine iipi>reciation), 
that of all contemporary French poets tlicre is 
none more important than Jules Laiorj^ued 

He was born at Montevideo in i860, of IJreton 
stock. JIc spent about live years at Ueihn as 
leader to the Empress Auj;iista, ami here, no 
doubt, familiari/ed himself with Eduard von Jlarl- 
mann’s Philosophic des lifibeiousjicn (1869), which, 
with much of Darwin, Schopenhauer, and ihidd- 
hisin, permeates liis ideas. He is the most 
cerebral, the most logical of I'rcnch poets. 

Moi, je Miis Je Grand (Fancdier do raiiulyso,, 

Qii’oii so ](' (bso ...” 

he says of himself. He is all cynicism, using the 
language of everyday life, tags and refrains and 
slang, to eliminate any hint of sentiment from his 

i **ha mort de JjafoiL-up otait, pour lo4 li ttros imh>''ir- 
ahl#; il eaiportait la gnloo de noire mouvoiiiont, uiio iiiianco 
(J*esiprit varit', liunjaiii ot pbilosopliifpio; iino ])la(T ost 
derneur^e vide parmi iiou.^, U Hait le pauvie Yoiiok <pu 
gvait im si joli sonrirc . . . (''elait un niusioion dii (Jrand 
Tout, an passereau tout tiiinsperco d’lnlUd . . (Icstave 
K\hn, 
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verse. And yet the feelinj^ heart he had ran be 
l»eard in siirh ,i letter as this, written to liis sister 
from I^cilin; 

*‘T’iU‘ju puili* r(*l liivcr (I’lnn' jcinu* avoo <jiii 

j’avais |nis qiic‘l(jU(‘s lu ons <1u nioiioiu'iation ^ Eh biei?, 
rVst avanldiK'r ;iii soir’ <pio nous aoas snmnuss fiauc*'^^. 
Oqmis avaiit'liTcr, nia vie tic jirinipartiouL plus sseul, et jii 
sens lout(^ l.i I'laadtMir do cetti* uli'e . . . jo lu* I’ai pas encoro 
emhrassoe; hior j’t'lals assis jiros d’ollo on voitajo, daiia la 
goiroe, ol on la rof<aidaiit I’idoo m’est vonue quo jo poiUTais 
caresser ^os oliovoux,—j’on ai ou lo vertigo . . 

He married his English bride in London on the 
31st of December 1886. He died of consumption 
on the 20th of August 1887, in the twenty-seventh 
year of his age. His wife had caught the disease 
fiom him, and died eight months after his death, 

licfoie his pen had gleaned his teeming brain. 
And, knowing that he was dying, he could mock at 
himself in this manner: 

** Aliens, dernier do*? poote*?, 

Toujours ent’ermo tu to roiidi AM inalade! 

Voig, U fait beau teini>g, tout le nionde eftt dehors, 

Va done acluder deux sons d'ollobore, 
to fora niie judito liroinouade.’' 

To many French patriots Henri de Rcj^nier is the 
greatest of living French poets.' He himself has 
publicly given that title to Verhaeren. Verbaeren*<s 
richer in ideas, and the more daring in speculation; 

i “ L<* proiuior et lo plug otdohro dog iw)( tos d*auj(»urd*hui.” 
poUe'i (rAnJoitnnuu^ li., p. 118. 
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de Rt'gnicr is perhaps the inoio perfect artist. 
Verhaeren is in the woild \^e live in, de Regnicr 
in a world of diearns. Jle has not the ffesh-air 
fragrance of Francis Jammes, nor that sadness of 
the poet of Orthe/, which lingers like a perfume in 
the brain; but he has an inevitability in his subtlest 
rhythms and a penetrating melancholy of his own 
which entitle him to be first in tht choir of native- 
born French poets. 

His ancestry was noble, and is enumerated in 
Pohes d^Aifjourd'JiUi', His fii.st books were in 
the Parnassian manner; the real Regnier begins 
with Pohnes anuens ct roittanci^qucs x\^o's^\y 

in vers libnw, Lcs Jeux mstiques ct diinm, followed 
in 1897; Les MMaiUcs tVOr in 1900; La Ciit^ des 
Eaux in 1902 ; Lc Miroirdcs Ileures in 1911. liis 
three last collections show a constant tendency to 
return integrally to Parnassian rigours. 

His poetry is so uniformly excellent that selection 
is torture. It has been pointed out that his sense 
of smell, of hearing, and of sight is very highly 
developed. Lines in proof may be taken any¬ 
where; 

** Avec la double odour do la eliuir ot du ‘^oir 
JBt les soulHes epai> eomme de'j clicveliires . . ." i 


FattneSf'ics dout la b vre sauglautc a Var4leur 
• pe^s gruudes roses qui survivtut a forage . . .’’-i 


* \ Mt'rCiAtc ile FnuiCii RSOb. 

a im ^ ^ 
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‘ tSiiiyicssts (lout la ui liii lolatio s.u'ca * l ' 

IjOS lyS pK SOJMjttl)(*llY (Jill tloU'lll ]U11> ffClIOUN, 

C(jllt)s da ijui le liie cst xui oisimu .sails 

His p.'iintinii of passion has not the full-blooded 
reek and ^low of Verhaeren, who sinj/s his rustic 
lovers in a gap of sunshine”; it ha*^ a 

moie refined sensuousness, a more imaj^inativc 
Ihnll: 


\n(l tliroiuj^li (I,irk days' till Apiil smiled ag^aiii 
I loved voii witli a love so we.ik .uid vain 
1 needed iioUiing less to auko me hold 

In love’s most lieii/ied veliemeiiee to < alch 
\"oiir .swooning hod> , than llii't mo^s grown psili li, 
Beside 3011 grciiL ram with tlie liouis of gold. 

He is cunning in accumulating tlic magic of the 
last line; a disciple, heie, of Heredia: 

“ Ainsi j’ai tnomjihe de Toi d.nis I’lintre obsenr 
Ouvraiit s'l baio ('•uormo ot londe wur ru/ur . . . 
l^t noii.'i rest ions, nu Lniit dcs houles murmimmtes. 

A Nuiviv, en son di erm rayaut Ic ciid plus elalr 
I’armi relhioeniont dcs etoili^s luouraiitc.s, 

Jjii comete aux criiis d'or qiii tombait dans la Mcr,” ^ 

He is a pessimist: 

he vrai wage ost relui qiii fonde sur le .sable 
Saebiint fjue lout ('st vain dans le temps <’terne 1 ^ 

Kt line uieimi I’amour n’est guere plus durable 
Quo h* .souffle dll vent on la coubmr dti <‘iel.” 


* poiinrt!^ , Merctn'e /ft' Franct^ 

'■i €Ues, 18 S 7 . . ^ ihiil 
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But thcie tojnfoil ni dieamT “ATippildu 
pocte, leb formes natbscul ct rest hi nndite clrs 
uymphes qui se dcssinc, dies ’»e ])cnrhent vci ^ son 
Visage et baiscnt ses hvies, dies sent cc* (lu’il 
veut, cclle legietle ct cdle (pi’iI desne lout 
est d’une cgale illusion, et peut Ttre que les plus 
vivanles joies sont celks que nous innginons 
He IS haunted by the woid “naked ' as Mall unie 
IS haunted by the woid “ azuic And it is a naked 
woman tideal beauty) who, in what is perhaps his 
most superb poem, Vase,”- sets the dieamci 
bis task. 

** D< s ft mnit > inu s # 

Pi M uiit oil ])oitnit ^lo^ p lint 1 1 tUs ^ ciIk , 

1 n s loni, tout n.u hoiit (It U pi j m 

Bii niatiii, | en Liouvii tiois 1 1 1 lontiiiu 

Pout 1 inu 1 ) t ]) 111 i Llle 1 1 iit nut 

IjIU nu (hi Stulpte U jutirt 

Selnu i I Jot me dc imni corps cn t( s ju ust (,s, 

Et fais souniti au blot im t tcc thin , 
fScoutt autour de toi Its iu luts danst ts 
l*ai mes saurs dont la loiuU st leiioiit, 

Euit elac( t, 

Et ionnm ct cliantc ct bc dt uout ’* 

Regmer married, in 1896, Heredia’s second 
daughter, who is the distinguished novelist 
‘^Gerald d’Houville.” Hei poems have not yet 
appeared m volume foiin 
Jean Moitas is peihaps dcjtined to live m 

^ Jean dc (lOurmont, JIm/i iUfUiiij p H 
Lia Jeui i nbtitiui^ it du/as. 
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liteiary liistoiy 'is iht cUssicil example of auto 
]atry Vance riiompson irjjuito liis convcisation 
as follows —“It v\ IS I who iiuented symbolism 
and now I ibolish it, tlu decict lus gone 
forth—there is no symbolism nioit 1 have 
found another nime for my school, and now my 
poetry is the toinatu It coveis the art oi 

the mnii of Europe—that ait which has reached 
Us highest development m >rcmh hteraluie 
1 have always been a rebel I he hticc blood of 
the klepht is in my veins I am a Gictk—mlact 
I believe I am the last iepiesentati\e of the ittie 
Greek lace My family is of Epirus It is illus^ 
tnous Itt IS called Papadi imanto])oulos , I 
am Son of-a Diamond in-nhose family-was-a-pnest 
My race engendeis heroes My father 
wished to send me to (iciman> to srhook I 
revolted I wished to sec Trince Twice I tan 
away fiom home—at last 1 ic ichcd Pans. Destiny 
pointed the way—mv star led me—to become the 
greatest of T i ench poets 

Now, Morcas, with his moustache of the blue 
gleams which poets san^, is alicady a saga, but 
It IS easy, by turning to what he wrote, to 
how untiue such alleged rodomontades must be. 
As I mattei of f.i<t, his poetry is fascinating, 
and his piose is not so |can Moiras m^y 
not hue been ihe genius he thought he w^s, 
but tu vvi , it all events, one of the most biilkant 
men of his tune It was no imbecile whom the 
Muses latghed at who could wiite such a poem 
* Remembrances ^ 
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‘ D’ou\it nl n tit ml nil t *liJi 
(’h intu (JM I 111 (lit itilplijii 
Ou St nu 1 ( mi jU/ ir ito 
J)t ^lulurtLili uunhioluH ' 

PoiiHiuoi tctU iJiilnu »1 jiloiul 
Ou iidssonl (l« s Miit( ins 
Kt ])oiir(ium U siqucllt < ti 
])e us ])t Uiius i lioi hloiul ^ 

Ki teltc Duiit, (jiiollt ('ll till, 

(Vtti* Uiime IVut <lu iit 
pur lu\u ux TuitoK t 
Bhiis sa rohb ilo biotaUlle * 

JC Tilt smi\KU^, jt llIO SOUVlflJS 

i'o faoiit di s <k fuiiti s auiK i , 

C‘e soul til»<;(uirluutks fant t , 

Lt C< soul dl S ICVCS dlKlLll ’ ^ 

A» to hi& pOL^^ii^ 7 omaney Ins Ihesis was: Notbrnt^ 
is admirable outside of the Greek and Latin tradi- 
tioOr But Sluikespcarc is admiiable. therefore 
Shakespeare was an Italian. . . ^ 

Like de R^gnier, he leturncd in his last work 
to the classical style, and wrote the laboiiously 
^ordinary poetry of his Les Stances (1901). 

Ernest Raynaud, with several others, rallied 
tound the banner of the Etole ^onumc. In his 
voltuloe of verse La Loioonne de\ Jams theie are 
(^ha|mmg sonnets on riiic>. 'I'he following, of 
Brighton, IS spoiled by a giotcsi|tic iimc (but 

• S St/)h s, kSs’l. 

^ bee UettLj />t iSyni(johi>tHif p. 117. 
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Verlaine rimed “brouillardwith “Salford,” and 
Louis Thomas, wlio also is an English scholar, 
rimes “ Albemarle ” with “ voiles ” and “ Ecardsley” 
with “ brisees it is not one of his best, but it will 
interest Englishmen; 

** Le soil' ijit'urt lenloinenL siir IVcunie 
Unc lousso but'c onvdoppo Ui mer; 

Ua rt‘flot dft VciiisL* a don* k* cu*l vert; 

Ua bruit d’inHtrmaeiiis sonao au\ baripies pavoiboct*. 

Autour do la jeU'e aux bruIanlOb croistVs, 

fc*poiiis font lour riiiaeur ('*aergitpio d-ins Tair. 
(Trionii>liant il'iipe imago aboiulanto oxposi'e, 

ISaudow ici sk‘galo ca gloire loul kobert,) 

Mdk Albion, ru<'‘e aux vagiios (’Jastajuos, 

J'ai vu Inire daub Toiabro, aux Inours dos musiquew, 

Do toa beau rCve uu le sombre diamaut 1 

El j’iniugino—avec ras«ioiitiineut do riieiiro — 

Un dieu bvoyatit uu tigre eatre bts bras hiiiiautft, 

Taadis qu’uu loug gout d'dlo ot de whisky demeux6.” 

The prevailing note in the French poetry of the 
nineteenth century is that of sadness, Paul FoJpt 
IS glad and gay; but he ia the god Pan, and even 
his reed sounds split sometimes* Alfred de Vigny 
and Baudelaire were lull of despair and passionate 
blasphemy. Leconte de Lisle was a Nihilist 
Mallarrne had renounced the world, the flesn, the 
devil, and the professors of poetry,^ Verlaine and 
Rimbaud were waifs and strays. Francis Jamws 
is sick with nostalgic regret Samain and Charles 
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Gii6rin died of sadness. For de Ri*yaiei life is the 
dream of a shadow . . . 

Is all this block pessnnjsm the despair of a 
decaying race? One is lempiecl to entertain the 
thought when one looks from France to Germany 
and sees the exuberant optimism of the poets who 
have heard the voice of Zaralhustra. And again, 
when one finds that tlie only voices ofxonlidence m 
the future were for a long time those of two 
Flemings, Verhaeren and Maeterlinck; voices 
which have now awakened others among the 
younger generation of French poets, those of the 
Abbey group. Uut we must give up the idea of a 
decaying race, and believe that the pessimism of 
the nineteenth century is a thing of the past, when 
we find that mordant young cyme Iherre Lievre 
writing, in a book just published: ‘‘Parmi nos 
contemporains, il nV a pas un seul desespero, 
Chacun trouve la vie belle. Quelle sotte resig¬ 
nation” 

The French symbolists are sad. But two of 
them are Americans, Francis Viele-Criffin (the 
son of General Vield-Gnffm, of New York), and 
Stuart Merrill. And Viele-GrifTin has been called 
♦*the poet of joy.” Of a grey joy, it is true; he 
rings of gladness with a veiled voice. 

His first book, Cueille d‘Avril^ appeared in 1886. 
He published a prose translation of Swinburne^s 
Lm& Veneris in 1895, and he was the first to intro¬ 
duce Walt Whitman to the French public. Moie 
Itb^n his translations, his original veise has been a 
powerful agent in the introduction of English 
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rhythms into French poetry. He is indeed (ais 
Albeit Mockel is also) a very prince of rhythm; 
“his verse unwinds with the suppleness of^w^.ving 
scarfs.” lie has learned much from folk-songSj, 
the refrains of which he imitates with masterly 
effect. 

When one reads Verhaeren one catches Orte$elf' 
saying: How sonorous that would hav6 been ipi, 
Flemish! One feels how the Flemish language, 
would have suited Maeterlinck’s mysticism. But' 
when one reads Viele-Griffm and Stuart 
although one hears subconscious and familiar, Ca¬ 
dences, one is certain that only French could giVf' 
these delicate shades; both poets hav^^ liy 
mere chance of their French education (and 
same may be said of Jean Moriias), the mediupJ 
which exactly fits their genius. The saddeniiig, 
thought for us is this: that English literaturei 
lost to France two delicate and fascinating 
who might have stood by the side of 
and Arthur Symons as wizards of the word* 
the United States have lost their two ; 

temporary poets. ■ 

Stuart Merrill was born on Long Isianai;"| 
Whhman’s country. He was educated 
LyttfCondorcet in Paris, and among hisjf 
fellows there were Andre Fontainas, 
and Pierre Quillard, He returned to New 
study law, but wrote bis first book, 
instead. This fascicle of sixty pages was 





by Vanier at Paris in 1887; full of that SwiribdiliSi|tfj 
alliteration (“Car le voeu du viol m’eavent^, 
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veines’) which he aid Viclt (infTm hae made 
pAirl AikI p Sire cl cl < ont(.ni]>f>i nv 1 icncli po<Uy, it 
^tru<K i tKw note uu! j nc i piotnisc of iuttfi 
whteh h\> dcvtlnpnu nl iiiipiv fiilfitlcd 

Liko Vcriirieien, VjlU (iiilnn, ind Audit Spire, 
a Socialist poet indeed, v hilt liis veise wis 
appearing m France, he nas oif^mi/in^ the Soc id 
i$t gioupb in Aineiic i 

Bat hi? poetry bv no menu demorralir It 
appeals only to surh Sor lalists Ainold Lcnnett 

It IS above all leuned, cxqnisUfly itfined, bf lutil 
lant with the jewels of i iie woicl I'lkc ‘‘Ctlie 
piie^’ 

“ scMloi Is eiiiin s (It nibat ll( 

Bf lourds du (.dioi 

Out SKI d un sK n< do croi\ 
s-xtmi (le hifuni <.11 

hous SC' tfJisid(s ou nil sdh 
baiaii^ou (1 11)1 mi K nuint i i , 
ba pjuntil Its oilroiH 
^)firdt imt vnidi tint till 

lilt c « St p u 1 01 atom d ni 
L^s allt hu is < u i s or 
Do I oncui cl du \ lolonalh 

Bt, sui mi nil St 1 I ft rni ul 

Qttempouipit Ic sou dun vifrail 

Bes clouts ts( muK s do luhictllt ^ 

In L^s i'^asUs (1891), as in / Gammer, there is 
inop eutward ornamentation of poems, jewelled 


1 PoHints, 1SH7fi7 
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and empty vessels to dazzle tlie eyes, than draufjhts 
fiorn llio'.c vessels lo reach the heart; but in Les 
Oi/if/rr Sxiisoffs {\t)oo) it is the heart’s tenderness 
whi( hi makes them j;o<)d to know. Time and tftal 
have made him iipei, sweeter, and far more ^ad j 
and in his last collection, Une Voix dans la 
(1909), it is the icj^rci of things outlived that 
moves us most, now he thrills us from a violin, 
whereas once he filled us with organ notes. This 
poem, which he calls “ Mourir,” might have been 
written by that laureate of cven-chimes, Gr^goire 
le Roy: 

“ Ifi, dovjuit la iVur-tia 
Ik* la rliaiubio hlenc ot grist* 

IVou w* vojs VulUK* t*t It' liMiv 
St* biilaucer hOii^ hi brisc^ 

a’iuT^tii an pen ina ffiiblesse 
Qu’enliiwro le rr/puHoiile, 

J>oiix jnaladofjTic* tout blesse 
Kt qui (ievant tout rcnile. 

Ost I'lieuro molle dcs rt*ve8, 

Des larniCH et dew silences, 

Des convenances trop breves 
Kt des lentes .somnolences. 

^ Lcs fleatrs, sons la moindre hafciiw, 

SV'paipillent siir lo salile. 

Mala je me d6sok‘ A peine 
J)e HaVoir tout jn^’i'iasable* 

ha Mort ineme sait sourire, 

Ue ridean blanc devient rose. 

Je ne sais si je respire 
Ni si je i^ens quelque chose. 
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IMoniir sornit si fjcilo 
All hi nil (U‘ la 
1( loin 

Diiu ^ l«i < hun/hu hlt'iic ol jufi iM’ * 

Merrill is the poets’ poet aiul the poets’ friend. 
It is easy even for a stranger to guess at the love 
with which his fellow-singers siuround him. 

All the poets love Stuart Merrill: Everybody 
loves Francis jammes. You will worship some of 
the poets, at a distance. If one were to see Franr is 
Jammes, one would be sure to go to him with 
outstretched hand, saying; Comment aller-vous, 
monsieur Jammes? 

He mil keep telling you that he is Francis 
Jammes. He could not have found anything more 
interesting to nuite about. There is only one 
Francis Jammes. And he lives at Orthez, at the 
foot of the Pyrenees. There are “men of talent” 
in Paris ... 

Do not open his books, if you believe in the 
^adus ad Parnassiwi. He knows nothing about 
Tt You will say his rimes are worse than Mrs. 
Browning’s, if you swear by rimes, like the 
t^dubadours long, long ago; but if an assonance 
can reach your heart, you will perhaps come to 
think that there is only one poet, and he is Francis 
Jatntnes/^ 

" Hg lyas a notary’s clerk once. He wrote some 
V^rs&,which jjjedcdicated to Hubert Crackanthorpe. 

J tlmt F<w> dans ta Fovle^ p. 47 . 

» ** qu'nn se laissft aller (A Jiunnips), il semble qne lui 
seal $oit poHed' Oide, Pritexte.s* 
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They were discovered by ‘‘men of tilent” nt PaWs. 
lie Wtis famous after that. The “iiien of talent'* 
have now dciinod “Ic |aminisnic.” understand 
he IS the fouii(l<M ol fi “b<liool” of |>oetry. Ueha3 
his disciples; the best are Thomas Draun and 
Victor Ktnon, those good catholics of Flanders. 
But what IS “le Jammisme”? Let him tell you 
himself: “Mon Dicu, vous m’ave/. appele paritti les 
hommes. Me voici, je souffre et j'ainte. j*ai parl^ 
avee la voix que vous m’avcz clonn^e. J*ai (fcrit 
avee les mots que vous avez enseignes h ma m^re et 
a mon pere qiii me les ont liansmis. Je passe sur 
la route coinmc im chaigd dont iient les enftints 
et qui baissc la tetc.’* 

And hcie is a definition by a man of talent In 
Paris. “Tout Teffort que d’aulres font pout paret 
Iciir pensee de riches ornements, il le met, au 
contraire. la devetir de tout enjolivement. II la 
vent presenter toute nuc. Et, pour etre plus sftf 
de ne la point dissimulcr sous la vaine beaut^ des 
rythmes et des images, il prefere n’employer due 
des m^itres in^gaux, brises, denu^s de lb*" 

volontaire harmonic que donne la juste applicati* 
dcs logics habituelles.”' ^ 

You will see that he compares himself tQ aU 
ass. Perhaps you will laugh at that. The 
fool you. You will not laugh if your heart go 0 $ out 
i^rlthe asses, as the heart of Francis Jammo$ 

Those good gray asses, gray as the dust of thO 
plains under the Pyrenees ... * v 

He loves all animals, and insects, And flowery 

^ BeiiunitT, p. ? 18 C. 



Introduction. 



artel all that in the open au He the 

brtcohe poet 

Theirt 1$ one of Go«V> cieituies tint he loves 
bebt oi all “ \ou I cjiiCjtl in > t e (](.(<»! i^^uMe, 
trtUltip}^ et due IS, pat nil Ii faitnc, la Ikne it les 
le long cles eau\, un tljc i>liis ihaiimnt qne 
V^cuiiuil et les b< c iS’»inci, plu» souplo (pie le li^vic, 
tniertx pare que le iniuin pt cIm ui th n\i s, anssi 
fr^ti$ que la tetiom e hseion de^ boi-., ipparait dans 
la beauld des violettes Cet Olre, fait tic 
et de lait, sentani le foin et le miel, dhine 
Ingdnue gr^ice, nue comme Chlot. sniprise ou vClue 
de vlteilles <^toftes h. ramages, coilfcc d’un thapeaU 
e’est la jeune fiile des poesies de hrautis 

" His books are floweied with gnls as hedgeiows 
with wild loses 


cominiei i de tr s icun^s Clips 
^ Uiijis|)6rtJaicsqiii ontlafonibbdo leurs }'inibp‘5cnmtivtR 



have never bored him i 

Ij/^unes filles no ndennnyi ipiit jn-iiiais 

sevfjt qu'ellp*? vout, d’ou so salt quoi, raiispr 
leug des tremblements dp pluie des igl lutiiis 


S dHaSt Ime is as much a miracle^as Tennyson s. 
pillared shade of sounding sycamores**) 
Sinee he is burning with health, and since they 
at Mrlk Grundy in France, he does not put a 
i|paH»efore hi$ mouth. 


^ Edmond Pilon, Ftanan JamvieSj pp 33-34 
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He is not always humble (like the jyood, 
asses); there is a void in him that reveries caniw 
fill, and it makes him so veiy, veiy sad* (Yow 
haunted by his sadness when you have reai 
Nothin^.; can console you,) All (md*j 


suffer 


and he is moved by ‘*un 



paruu les 6pis sams ” He has a passion fot th^ 
past, for the days ot Rousseau and Bernatdip 
Saint Pierre: 


^*C’est aujourcriiui la fCte de Virginie . . . 

Til«tais uue uoui hi lobe do raoussolino. 

Til niangeais do gros ft mis an goftt do Mozambique 
ot la mor siileo couvniit les tialics qieux et gris, 

Ta chaii Ctait pareillo i c die dcs cocoa, 

Les marchands to jpoihuont dos paqnofl ooulour dVl** 
ot des inouchoirei de trto a caireaiix muno^clatr. 
Labourdonnais signait dos pnjuers dWliaux, 

Tu es morto ot iii vis, 6 ma petite aniie, 
amie de Bernardin, ce vioia srulpteut do cannos^ ^ 
et tu mourus on lobo blanche* uno m^dailk 
4 ton cou pur, dans l.i Pit3^( de VAff&iite/* 

And then he is home sick for the tropics* 
grandfather was a physitian at Guadeldupe^^^PHif 
know, and was ruined by the eatthquake 
and came back: 

’ s 

♦‘n’ayant qu’du souvenii de foninie dans le coeur * ^ 

lie keeps this grandfather’s old letteis in a drawee^ 
He IS always dlearning of the Jainmes who 
dead ; and the old furniture which was theirs, 
is now his, speaks to him , . • 



Introduction. li 

He IS a man, as Walt Whitman was More 
complicated, as one must evpcrt a Ficnchman to 
be But teaching us, as Whitman docs, to be 
hatuial, and to live liecly in the open an How 
mweh nobler than are/cfi*tfuN\ \ > tliu 

n< (|u'iin luminu 11 i tsl h nn ukU ui 
vais hitiutCt vuillii (oiiinic <l niitu Vu illiKiit 
ayiUit, (He jour tn |oui, do moim on ttioms i omjnis 
((Ut mo Uialingua d an iinplo Ulioutc in ’ 

Jammes is a poet of the tiopics fiom afai (how 
could he leave Oithc/? Amsterdam or Algeria, 
jUSt a glance . . but then bark to Oithez) A 
poet who has seen the tiopics is John-Antoine Nau 
He was born at San Francisco (when, he has not 
told us). 

The prosody of Jammes (or lathei his lack^f it) 
in eli h^s own, Equally oiiginal, at fiist sight, 
seei;ns the metrical form adopted by Paul Foit 
Uke Jammes, he is a sensuous poet and teflects 
Obter world But whereas Jammes is subjectu e, 
f Is objective 

Fort was a boy of eighteen, an “^ph6be 
atsdacieux/’ when, m 1890, he founded the Theatre 
d^A^ti which staged unknown masterpieces (Shelley^s 
Marlowe^s Maeterlinck’s IJlntruse 

arml £4^ Aveu^ieSy van Lerberghe’s Le^ FlatfcutSy 
which developed into the “CEuvre” 
Thl^t yobrs later he began to publish his astonish^ 
**ballades,’* “prose-poems,” or “rhythmic 
prosej** sometimes rimed and sometimes not, 

The prose-poem,” at its worst, easy to write 
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Like the hex.imetei which the railway companies 
pubii-sh * Passnigeis lie tec|uesied to keep then 
It (t olf Llie < ushions, il in ly be written unawaife^ 
In wanes wiioicof ih< folJowm (not -m ctdivprtn»e 
niLnt h< ic) from the f)vl\ M Jil 

IIk ( I iklii 1 lilts 11 (I HI MIV A month 
(jf ill u I hjJI an I fucvoiH tit ithoiy a month 
1( son t Ininly iruls Hew irt 
iiti Wol L> Il Ip ) )U Wtlh y iintltTwe ir ^ 

We all know how a clnll h( s^iih , wuo t j*n xiti^ctut Ml 1 
Wtat Avool next to ^olr iskni—hiunAmtY 
11 in,hL list so f. Jttl uni Wolstv 1 n loiweir i& W901 

So w( 'll it, Au ir it IS j on a il n lit altli weAr WdtiSsfei 
Ill, lit irid (113 

This meliiril composition his all th^ 
of a good ^‘piosepocm” It has assonanc*| 5 S i 
May — bewai^ , goo J —wool, on<- ftw 
(Be)ware—(Under)wear, ind a sufficient 
(be)gins~ skin 

It IS quite evident ihit Paul 1 ort turns 0Ut 
“billades” as easily as an organ 
out his tunes Ihc leriible 'imount he has 
proves his facility But any other petsobi 
find it very difficult to write such po^j 
would need Paul I oit*s undoubted genm^ 
with V 

The veise never ‘‘tumbles Critics 
gested that it is so smootli because {t is 
and that, m short, Paul Foit is a woif Jtt 
clothing, or a Pnrnassnn masquerading a 
hbftsie Iheie is, m fact, nothing very irmpiiWf 
except the continuous typographical atrangemMij 
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divide the 11116*5 in the usu il mannei of vt i^e r ib a 
trstnsiaior may be peunittcvl to do with his tians 
lalipns), and there will be nothin^ to inikc i 
Conservative^ hau stind on end 

un homme tus extiaordin uic que Paul 
says Andic Beaumer in iht best book of 
essays yet tvritten about the s\mbolisto “ II nc 
piartie d*aucune erple, il ne se picte \ nulle 
11 fi ip)x d’aboid pii sa dcsin 
sa spontancitc, Ic sms ne smguliei de sa 
one soite d e\ce‘^sive abondaiK e Qu ind 
Cflh eedCniande qm lappaientcr, on lui troiur de 
Ijjl lOSScmWanco suitout uec le dicii Pm 
vFoit IS the editoi of et Pfose^ which he 
luftdsd lU 1905 This leview ind the Menufc r 4 
Ofe indispensable to students of toniem 
porat'y literature 

5} iT|tie Countess de Noiilles is a singer of gaidens 
Md Ol^cbards » but a veiy different one to Jammes 
k ^ iVild dower scenting the sunlight, she is a 
Orchid in Parisian sa/oft^ 
tUliS d^flirult to decide of what nationality she is 
tmndfathei wis a Wdlachnn hospodir who 
a Moldivian pnn<t s of (*reek storl 
itheii the Ptincf s (U Li in< o\ in, w i the 
of Musuitts P ish i oiiftt Fiiikish atu 
to London, her 1 ter became liincess 

_ni!ie de NoaiUes Ins published novels as 
%oB ta$ t)( 0 eky Her enemies have christened her 
|MdiAinie^R<^claniier ” 

ot her best poems aie those in which she 




liv 


Introduction. 


dreams of ^‘tattcicd rhymesters.” This is legend 
icvcrsed ; instead of Villon riming the ladies of 
old lime, of Alain ClMt tier with the kiss of Margaret 
of Scotland on his diearning face, we have now the 
“ Ihiiu'csse lointainc” singing to the dear outcasts: 

Till'] SHADES. 

Wluni, having loile<l much, 1 
imibt bid the world gooJ-hye, 
with bad heart weejiing, 

1 shall go to tlio lauds wliuro thvrll 
all those who saii^ songs well, 
their book still keeping. 

Dear Krauvois Villon, who 
s.ing as the oriekets do 
so glad and gay, 
how { had loved th({' deaily, 
tliee whom tiny hanged up nearly 
iipou the Iving’s highway. 

Wrlaine, thou staggering man, 
win) bingest like god l\iu 
a satyr’s strain, 

art llioii ever siinjde and divine, 
diitnken with huour and with wine, 
good Saint A'erlaiin^ ^ 


And thou wliose (Tiiel fiilo 
tracked thee with ruthless hate, 
poor Heinrich Heine, 
yet iiolde Ute h.ulst thou, 
rest now tliy tinxl brow 
dll iny haudb so tiny. 
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And 1, who still luive slian'tl, 
nioi'i^ tlian most wonK*u lUiied, 
all that (lid si‘ai you , . . 

T am so worn and <a«l, 
t) my wise gods and mad, 
lot me u‘Fd near you , . 

t 

Wc have seen that de Regnier and Morcas, 
perhaps with an eye to the Apndhme Fran^aisCy 
returned to the classical prosody. Rut the two 
contemporaiy French poets who^ound it possible to 
write in alexandrines and yet be great writers are 
Albert Sainain and Charles Guerin. 

Samain was born at J-ille, of poor parents. His 
father died when he was at school. He was a 
clerk fiom his fourteenth year till his death; Ins 
ambition was satisfied wlien he obtained a position 
at the Town Hall of J^aiis. He was that rare 
thing, ii modest Frenchman (but in mitigation it 
mdSt be conceded that he was, like Verlaine, of 
Flemish descent). He was so modest that he was 
actually unable to push himself (“se pousser^') 
when opportunity offered. He might easily have 
himself a recognized position as one of the 
first of living Frenchmen: Ids poetry was hailed 
with enthusiasm even in his lifetime; but he was a 
|)rey to that shyness which is more tormenting than 
any disease. He wanted to marry, but he had to 
keep his mother, to whom he was so devoted that 
her tieath acceleuited his. One cannot read his 
story without one’s heart bleeding. 

taught himself Greek and English. The 

^ VOnibre dca JourSy C'alniaii-Lcvy, 
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most evident infliience in his ciiliei woik is that 
of Biufhliiic, in his 1 ilei woik, that of Cbmier* 
lie isjoc I ited with the Symbolists, ind with several 
of them he founded the Mifdifi dt J rana ^ but he 
iievei belonged to any school 

During his lifetime he published two volutmes of 
verse An Jahiin de IJfifanit m 1893, arid Aux 
I lams ilif Vtse }w Aflei his death the 

Mcicine de 1 1 incc published, in 100r, another 
collection of poems, Ic C/nidol dOp, ind a vdimic 
of stones, CopiUs, in 1902 

'1 he majoiity of our tianslitions are from tl>e 
hrst volume Ihc second \oIumc contains his 
poignant tragedy, Pityplupiu^ the lync throes of 
his own despair The rest of tlie book contains 
so many beautiful poems tbit one does not know 
which to choose, indeed i ti inslatoi with Samain^i» 
books before him c in haidlyheip tianshtmg the 
poems one by one as thev occui “Myrtd 
rikmone has Saniaiii’s chaiactciistic note of 
iche 


‘^Myitilet Piltmoni, nifuilsdins luv largers, 

Se jK)uii»ui>c.n1 <1 tn IIhiIm ) ii cd(s\ng(rR, 

I t tout liumU > ml nil ) 1 nv mti s lous, 

I i ilk aoloiinc He 1 1 sliij ^ It tii s in s 

Or MmUI i ^ iiiKii 1 ill n Hit en st s jtiix 
t oirmit ilJthtiiil 1 ) n f tiiti 1 ns ton utjujt, 

II fitiiiit tie stulLi son It 11( lit kg ns, 
ilpiit 1 tout i eonji tli foi mis t li ingt iPs , 

flit 1 1 tloiiljlo rontk m 11 uss uite tks scins mis 
•1 iillit I umim un lit ui fii it sous scs iloisuts iii^irUis 
be jt 11 (obst Uu uiv>t ii, t n sou (a lu vuut 

Jit, giavt, jl kb I iresst ct Its cluc 1 cucoio ' 
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Of such A lo\ci AS Ch ulcb CiUv im out fc< U tluil 
b<; 7 ;^«s/clie )Onn^ li i> Ktul ovci iiu “ l^irt 
suprOme se smcuit/ s ud AlhtU S nuain Such 
sensitivenes > is hlwC con niuptiou He wi-»thuty 
four when he died He had Ixtii tonnuitcd by 
what he called “ ruujuittiKh d( Hit 11/ md, like 
Rett(J and Janunes, Jk h-id letnrutrl to Ronnn 
Catholicism 

Remy de Caouiniont nol '^o nuidi a pod a a 
Jjrose^wntei, and it is no c\ 4,j^dation to sij there 
ts none bettei in J lance (.^i iminiiun, philologist, 
critic, philosopher, no\tlist, di imitist, lii-^ ie lining 
enc>clopctdiL he is tlu Hidtiut of 0111 dxys 
Like Elysiie Rerliis and runnc llennhon, he 
Ujsed to he classed an Anau hi f 
Adolphe Rettc, too, was an Anauhiot in his 
prime He w is one of tlu most combative of the 
Symbolists then Now, he is sine ot Heaven 
Andre-Ferchnand Hcrold, besides beiii^ an e\ 
cellent poet (a J^ic Raph lohte Symbolist), is a 
Ifeamed Onentalist and a tianslatoi fiom the 
Gferman 

Picirc Quillard is a (neck srliolir, an Orientalist, 
and a critic. Ho h is lom uned nioio 01 less i ith 
to the Patnassim ]>io orl\ lie 1 hiouded in 

<8lV<K»\ 

Ilf'S nmns hod u u jlh I i pliu I h^ 

^ ^Ktdesoiahu j uol q ii i ju ili n 1 1 111 )il 

Paul-Napokon Koiniid i> a loniuitc When 
was twenty he ran away fiom hu home at 
Ncufchatel en-Biay, anived in Piiiu, and wrote 
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thousands of verses which he afterwards destroyed, 
lie published a volume of bioj^raphies of future 
.;rcat men, one of whom was himself. Conscious 
of being an Anarchist, he exiled himself to Brussels; 
an unnecessary expense, as he seems to have been 
considered harmless. In IJrussels, however, he 
worked a little, the result being that whereas he 
had left Baris with five francs in his pocket, he 
returned with five francs ten centimes. When bi$ 
book, La Mort dii Rhfe^ came out in 1902, a 
ban([uet was offered to him, and Rodin pre$ided* 
His poetry is often wicked, but always inspired by 
high moral puipose. 

Fernand Gregh has been praised by Professor 
Faguet, but he is genuinely mleresimg. He has 
been Ckevahcr de, la dUioftncur since 1906. 

Robert dc Souza is rather a theorist and a tech¬ 
nic lan than a poet. In his book Ln Polste populairc 
el le Lynsme sentimental he shows that the poetry 
of the Symbolists is “ popular ” like the folk-6ong, 
in so far as it is what Wordsworth defined as “the 
spontaneous overflow of powerful emotions,’* where¬ 
as the planed and vai nished verse of Gabriel Vicaif^ 
(and Company) is aitilicial. 

Viscount Robeit iVlIumiores i-) known in Knglah 4 ^ 
by his book IJile el thmpDc de Grande- 
^Mercurc de France, 1904). He has translated 
Rwdyatd Kipling, fie is said to have been in- 

S ilenced by Shelley; but he seems to owe mor? to 
rust Haeckel. 

Henri Barbusse, who is the editor of Je sais iout^ 
has only published one volume of veise, Lu 
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PleioeusiK (F^isqurlic, 1895), a book full of the 
rhylhmb of fading things 

Henry IkitaiHc ii ^^cll known to I on<ion ardi 
ences as a dramatist He ij not Ic ss dibtingin died 
ab a lyric poet. Hib vci se is wcightf'd with indolent 
sadness, a sadness so puuliuly Ins own that it 
stamps eveiy line he has wiittcn as ^Mth a tiade 
maik He is the poet of wtaiiness. In JUtaillc’s 
poems those three full stop^, now ^uch a common 
device, aie worth pages and pages oi dcsciiption 
It seems as i^ his vok e f iiled him, as if these things 
weie too sad to be said, ,i:> if winds i ould not punt 
the heart’s dejcUion His strains hi\c a dying 
fall. 


VILbAOlX 

Thoie HTC loii^ cvLiimgs wIrh tlw liiinltis du, 

Aftei the tons li at toiue homo to j i ich 
Tiny die witli thr day s dm, and llu him ity 
01 swallows sU« pl< d on the iviid < iuui li 
Then hull lights to iti li thi ir dt itli 11 c lit, 

Tapois oi nuns in tliiir high built abode, 

And by the misty houbcs 1 iut<;ri]s flit 
Afar winds h isiiul} du srii y high road 
To hston to thin vill igc giowin/ cold, 

The (loweis, tint love tin i>h(L whin they wne 
bom, 

Over then juoniiihd hifiits thin pi Ids fold 
Tlien are thi h dits i xtmgni h< d, while tin w >ru 
Fartilhaj Walts pen 1) witliout i sij h, 
llisily, us old, Jinipk woim n dii 

Pateine Bernchon, who has mirned Rimbauds 
iHster, and written the life and published the letters 
of that vagrom man, denies lhait he was ever an 
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diiaichibt, and (ills himself a dtcachnt Ills 
poems iiie liospiul srciics, spasms of icfincd mad 
ciHs of omliwi\ “On dt imbulc sui Jc 
(nimtu au\ fti\ ic/his^ ou bitti dans (Us Edens 
dt > 'emim. o lLili^ n int 

t * I oin (K nil lilt m indit (lout U tom< vdu 
JVjinil Itiu 1 (nuc lu llcin d ruins < biiujius," , , " « . 

Allied Moitics* v^as a S>mbolist m his diama 
Ja J ihe if At tab lu (1890), but he has latterly 
dcocitt d to classic ism m hi t) ti agcdy Mantis vatnui 
( 1910 ) His volume of \ Clse /r Timpte ^aii% Idoti^ 
(t90()) is (h iiatlcu/ed, luosth, by i roii^h hewn 
style uell siiit(d to it laiionnative Satanism 
Ills jolted \cise seems bc^t 

‘ J( \ou(h II ({u uiu fium i lu cunr 
Subtil (1 ouiiii suit 1 HIOIU, 

I n ft iiilb I int im s % (i s lui join, ^ 

bit ‘ All * Ic m il uh oit 1 init ui '' 

M us (|ti tn tl pit (1 im ttl laui?if,o, 

I’nst Mtit mi th iiiiH SLdct 

1 lit ui (jmlt it luou Ii\» 1 1 

Qu 111 i n 1 n nit 1 1 <lt 1 ui \ ] i^( " 

|( W'l 

IbtiK 1 u''\i( /( /\ appeiied m 190^ w 

yt tl wnith uouUl be ni moi ibU if only foi thelfti^^ 
thill il iv\ the publo ition of this volunie> 
M(3itiei 1 / / / //i w ido/i\y and of 

Ikt^Us /m doff t I n\ pouf I iiy he bitlte 
df Alois IS, like the poems which cotiipuse 
|i|)fditious foi Luvic “un |eu dc mots” is not 
(itin, but an artful collotaiioa of woJd^-/^, 
poem Jlc foieit^ leader is iiioie likely to be 
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fascinated by llie ‘:>nb^lanco of lliesc poems^ Iheir 
revelation of a new scnsibiliLj, the hbtous thinkinji^ 
of the inost modem votsion of c^nift tli.in b> 

^ their inaMiiy of foim but in liivie ihe ptni is 
(Ollthcd by tlie < 1 itit A book of <.iitKi>m be be, 
jWi»t piiblibhed^ N(}/cs it hilhMOtn \u> tAu 
poftigUCy should be studied m <fni]iimtion with 
PToUw \ut ia Id/ifiii/rt ^ by Ctcoi^ts 

Duhamel and Cbailes Vildou , tlicse tv^'o book-,. 
Wtitten at opposite ])ol<‘s, slmw the jiiescnt ‘'t«Ue of 
French prosody. Dubnmcl and Vildiar cbaminon 
the ve)s ithre; Lu'vie sees no dilleieme between 
vets Ubrei> and piose, bni he rulimts assonan( c, an<l 
rejects several of tlie Pamassi m lule, lie is pie- 
paring a new senes of /cz/r C( d/c/i, and we have 
the puvilef:'^ of fiis^ pi 1111111^4 the tbiee following;; 
poems fiom it. Ihc fust is i s,im)de of the 
dramatic lynes be wntes, ns doc^ also Alfied 
Mortier; 

, ri\ i)i: snrrru 

** Cheue, u oul( / mei, |e uiNtust(,d( 11 ml, 
ies lestes <lu soii])i t <,ou1 < pais sut 1 l n ipjn, 
lamusiqiie so tail, b*> histus sont bl.il a<ls, 
naquii tiule mo : inn* jn\n ti mi fr i])pt 

Seconr<^55-moi, Ch< la* il Ic fant, 

oe que (lexmib ton]oms nion <1 < pouitcluiu*, 

|o H* sens (.0 ‘'Oil tioj) <l nciuti 

^ue j’ai tout (l< p l^s< ... ih ^ j n ki inoit dans I'une 

Mais la cbaiinantc cidint, (jui soii^c a Du 11 mi qnoi, 
snu‘!i jtmi chapeau couttiiv di nn pm aitiui, 
les contks sur la tilde it sdi suit si ^ doi^ts 
suce imlifiaemmenL dti jotti s d’l at \i e 
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UI'KIRAMMi: D\NS LK GOl^fT DE L’ANTHOLOUTK 

Qiu fern )( pom toj Ainoui, si tu m cxauro * 
JKvi 11 )< t( bitii (. H un lull bicu i hoisi, 
mi (Ii a Idrijli 1 1 111 (loijf 1 < fiojibiii s( 
lu (I ITS I ui»i( uioiuli 

I MU 11 ) I hmuii, iM( in inscU iWpinsti 
(11 1 1 1 ( V ml du/ nu*i un uitcl i miilui, 

oil, mmilUrislu, poai touti i louiptiist 
ileii\ iol()inbfc!s, (.1 troLH iosilis ^ 

II 11 y i cliosc an inoiub, Amoui, it tt li. jukj 
' qiu p uliist, 1 (knuiidc, (li voiui, 

SI (tni ( st 1 1 nioitu rtc n tt( c lic\ t Jmi 
(jiu i( nvt tU (linoud 


rA\':>AG]: LLY<i] 

Sur (Ics arlirts (lui doio uu ternel aiilomne 
un (npuscuh atclciit s’llloii i iiilinmipiit. 

Dans un \ent tu<b it fort dc kuilles touibiUouU^itat 
Lt tUs 1 \yoiis pi 'aut^ lotnbtiit du hininmcnt 
liiiiimle tt juouutoiie 

La vigno \ pond dii li nit dts c olouu idos 
do it quclqiiis fQtb brists l,isiu 1 pits dos baSbiUb 
Dos rosiers tout cu lUius i;ninp(iit au\ biUistwlos 
ct dos ailncs taillis, pai desfiia Ics clicmius 
so joignont cu arcadts 

D’liinombrablos pi^^coiis luiinciit Ics oonuobo^ 
d un iiuueu't palms qu’emliriso lo couch int. 

Des statues jiiutili cs y d msent d ms dts mehes. 
(^nclqut s paons font ti unci sui Ics peiions i>encha its 
Icur plunuigcs tiop nches* 
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En clefi lieux si soreins, sous tlo Mi beaux ombvRj^eM 
(les Otrea radieux, aux calmos altiUivlos, 
rontiuiient aariSs lin, iinmunblcs tUi — 

■—Mais TenuHi himvor.iiu du la beatitude 
r^gno aur leuis xisaj^es. 

It would be wions.; to (.ill Ijovio a “Neo- 
P^rnassian/’ because, as vve Jiave seen, he does 
not subscribe in toto to the nictricJil doctrines of 
the Parnassians. Jiut there is a whole crowd of 
determined rhymesters who may filly be called 
Neo-Parnassians,*’ not because they are slaves 
to the classical piosody, for some of them aie no 
more'bound by it than Litivre is,^ but because they 
hAve nothing new to say, and no personality to 
reveal. Scholars and gentlemen, no doubt; but 
poeti^ no. Type cf these indefatigable aspirants 
was Augxiste Angellier (1848-1911), whose imagina¬ 
tive book on Burns has given some measure of 
publicity in this country to his dignified, discreet, 
and ordinary metrical compositions, of which the 
Clarendon Press has published some selections, 
including the following: 

** Les gi'-raniiiniN, los phlox, Ics colobiques, 
lies lourds daliliaa, et les vcroniqiies, 

Et Ics verges d’or, 


t * * aolubllcmeiit la plupart, dc.s poi t('s qui ‘ dounent 
elasiiique' uo s’acconmiodeiiL pas dcs anciennes 
r^Jgles, devemies servitudes, sans nne multitude de com- 
blessants pour la logique et dont riiypocrisie pn/^ilo 
raft sourire."—DUHAMEt et Vildrac, Notes sur a 
f^hndctUE poiiiQM* 
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( IS \)t liu I humus s lus 1 sf nillf»s in 
1 1 I loi lu In li u\ 1 ( 1 ^ d 1 1 [ » 

On 11 1 (l( n (ul 

s (Ic (i\( no iiioic 

in this (oiniliv thin m voinli ikd to it in I*iAnc<¥, 
but tlicK iir pvei il pof t foi uhom we have UOt 
been iblt to liml u ( m tin intholoj^y who ate 
Avtll woith thf chol lily altcnlion ot the CUi^iudoi^ 
Press, thonj^b, it is tiiir, some of them wnte more 
fiunklv wicked vcise thin Angolliei’b old book- 
woi m s dreams of adulterv 

Jhc 11 k of an anlholo i t is h ird He Jias to 
wide thioiifth an inteiniin ible wilderness of weeds 
md flowers, and he inn t lie j^iiidcd by his sense of 
smell if he would find flowers to transplant We 
have left the sunfloweis tmding At the very 
end of our wuuktin^s wt disiov^icd a frail lily 
flowei mg in the told li w is too late to transplattt 
It, but we can tell wheit it ran be found. Tbi$ 
white lih amon ’ the diffodiK, or, to abandott 
sjmboli m, the yiliow )>i(ks, is a sUtely volume 
published in 1909, and pait of the seues 
Ibbhophiles fintaisistc ’ It is a book Mlw 
/ ^9 douzt Ilijus pou 7 1 tl}\ ^nd its author is 
Th imas the isthctc who Ins translated 
Symons^ Smic Thomas, as he says {fij 

peiveitevl (p 237), tlieie is nothing itt 

his save love * 


J Ardnn '''’vinon*^, Vohu 
Ltd , P>07. 


Aitliur 
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“ TTu 101U, lisuiif I dirTi ]Hni Tfu 

QneWnlni' \nw ftw/d flnnkij pln^u 
<> M ]f (IIU })■> i( 

Hit lots ]M s*"ni iou, cf\i il 111 fittl riiitu 
9 l u est ^>oiu inDU, i> mi \iM(, I u»i >i Ilni 
'lont inisi fin um !■) t< 

J-Ie makes art out of his everyd.iy life, effoitless 
art, gossamer vcise, which scorns lo he saying 

** ,)t* voudrn'^ jiiilci do < ( s li ik s 
Quo fdib tou < oii)> sotqilt lii tmuii int, 

Mai«i ollrs soiit SI Mnidts 
Qu’cllos IK dun ni qii nii niniui uf 


JJt connjio lo brnd f|U£ f at 1 1 UunUe 
TjoisqnMb chiuto ilaus 1(* \tnl, 

' Cost un ]>liisii qu( 1 on ifcu» ilh 
Kt qui s’tll itc III im mo inst int. ’ 

excellent poet ihscoveied too late for 
among the ])oets translated is Tnstan 
’■'Saingspr (>874—). He IS a painter by profes- 
i but he IS a music lan as well, and has 
pU{)]ti$hed music of his own [Chansons de nia 

A shoit play of his, Ja Dit^i^ne 
been acted }lis fust collections 
of VOtse { 2 nlki>~fle 7 ns and Sqnelcttes /linns) aie out 
of print; SclMtm::ade and J c I ah I dt Caur aie 
pllblished at f3.5o each by the Mrifiiie de Fiance 
Sahi^hhas^ade is all Oiient 


e 
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“ Sc'hi'hi'razadp, (lo)Mii.s niWle ans 
Quo III raooiiics tos Ijalivornes focriquo^. 

Tom corps «loii olio luaijijre cnmuio uno tiiqm*, 
’roil u(v tout oro<*lui, til boiu'lo' oilcut<'*o 

l']|( los tllOVOlIJ^ }»KllU‘S 

('mnnio uuo toiitlo <lo lis iToti' ; 

’I'.i ]Knu jimIis iralolio ooiiniu' uiu^ prolio 
Dolt I tio jiiuTio ooiuriio uu parohoiiiin ; 

'I’os 111 iiii> ;:,iaoi(nisos, los (iiios iiiiiins, 


El ponrtant, Solu'lu'rii^ado* jo to voin 
Toujours jinino ot jolio ou iiioir rOvo, 

Et la iiiagie inystuLou^o ilo la voix: 

Mo boroo tour a tour do Instosso ot do joirj 
.Sans (pio jamai'* lo ('liauiie st ]onj]>o on .s’aohove^ , * . 

The following poem, translated at the last 
moment, is from SrhiWra::iaiir\ 

THE IJAITV >]TOHT. 

hoave tlio lamp alight; 

Make tin* the luiro 
Witli (lying collar houghs ; 

And twino airiid thy liair, 

Sweet maiden mine, 

This ttower. 

Leave the easement open 

To llio delieate eve, 

vSo that the irised odour 

Of the orohard's almond-trees 

May oiitor with the water-jet’s sad song. 


And till delicious dawn 
Iteturns to lay its tender burden 
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01 rosy 1 101 cl at th> oas< nioiit, 

Let iiu Jov tlo ( 111 a U u laiiu 
TT-ntO tli( ca 1 s r t tlan c s, 

Aic ^ lOAvn 111 ( vu 1 t 

The most (h iJiclensih noU <>( KIin>,*-o? is a 
sadness bieathniL hl^c an ilino l uaptiM pubic 
breesso, as in the lollowm i poems from 7 ^ yi/et (ft 
Cceur 


SUR LL J’ONr NLUJ 

Snr lo pai ipi t clu Pont Ncuf dc Pans 

cst a viiu\, 1041^ icioiuU it i< u M. 
tJu 8cm ti s (loii\ (1 aitouai s uIjmc 
D ans la inusupu <lci c iii-.inc 

7») ri^vc miliitian niouchi 1 ^ci fiU 
Vus Auli uil on VIrs S uai Cloud, 

Uu p^cl an piind un ^oujon iu bout 
Dt sou 111 

Jo rCvc tt relb iu\ lus me iit( ur > il \inoui 
Qin sent pussies t1 ] assuoiit 
Eu tins coiM ts de ^rmiics tt lobts dt velour 
bur k pout 

Je five a ceux qu uiii lufidi U tiomput 
Efc qiu out f|iiitt d sesju i s kins lits 
Pour so jetcr d ms 1 eau jolio 

Du In lit du 1 ariipet 

Je iCve. dans 1 air doi Notre Dauio s i kve 
Et Henri-Quutro souut srul sni le \i( ux iiout 
Par oh hoik s et jalants s < n void, 

Jtiue 
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ri,\Hii! i>A.Mor)n 

i 1 ii n njiom m dun im nioiiuii(, 

I t 1 I » )nC qiu \ Ml ofll IH Ml ( UMltia 

]H il I I Itn (I d iinoi (Ml ndi( mcnl 
\ I M ( Ml [m )1 Ii iImI «l» ' dm j 

f" M u d m MU iM (hi) (jM. Mt) moniud 

) 1 t H 1 (1 (| mil iMi\(ini loiMl mi , 

hi u it <1 Miioui 11 iliireqii im Jijomcnt, 

Mis^iioiinu, IV hi“‘5 I j 
N( i< n\rt\t/ |i M uis junict tlixrzn mt<? 

A\(t mu I Him m lioiiL dc h ms cils ; 

<1 miour lu durt q\i uii nionu lit 
( li i ■'1 m d UMoui ^Li 1 

Klini^soi h IS the to’icli ami the mcduv^fihsi^ 
(Klin'-.oT was a nia^^u i m of llie middle ajge$} t)f 
the dell' ale Jlel/i in poc t whom ho celebrate^ Jn a 
dedu .ition. 

“J<» vinis vtrs \on% nion (!ki Illskariip, t 

( ojiinii* un piuvii v nltt dt tnMiril dejon* 
VmitMisli ht 111 ti m ID ijui 1 ^ 

Stills sI itiih da/ur tl tU ^oio 

} ^ 

The women poets of Frame ought to * 

anthology all to thcmbelves (But Mrs, ^ 

would make a fuss) Fjesides the 
Noailles and (Iciatd dTIouville, it would 
mclnde, ab stars of the fust magnititde, 

Delaine Maidriis, Mine Daugucl, Kendo 
and Helene Picard. These poetesses are 
with those of Ciermany. They leveal woman. To 
lead then woiks is lijce being Pans with the 
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desses taking then \eils'off before one What 
English poetess would daie to wutc such a fine 
poeiTia^ Lucie Del iiue Maidius wide in ‘‘RefusaF^* 
{to bo A jnothti)^ hv<i>one, sa> ^ this poetess, 
**porto son sckc ainsi t|uune bete cachce’' But 
the women poets of hiancc tuin llus boast to tlie 
light, as they have a pcifet t in ht to do, if living 
jioetiy tomes of it 

Of Renee Vivien one daic not spt<ik She was 
Anglo-AmciK an, bom m the lliutcd States 
ip i 877 « Hei love pocni'i, whn h ait exquisite, aie 
nddressoH to women She wa^ the le incaination 
of Sappho. 

But one m«iy speak at g^eitci hngili of Utleue 
(1878- ), not bee ui e sin has been piaiscd 

by Professor Fagud and eiowneil by the Acadnnie 
but bee lusc licr vvorls, in spite of its 
Btudauousness (she is piobibh not lonscious that 
It IS audacious) is absolutely he.ilthy, and, in the 
be|t sense of the teim, rhi'-le Her hist book, 
httrnel^ begins with “Le Poemc do la 
!Fille,“ siuely the most illuminating song of 
Vit^mity that has cvci been wiitten 

“ Kilo ni( ttr i 11 oIk hi in< Ik 
K t po>.M i, ] 0111 1 1 nih imiK r, 

Uu( \nvuiK in ^ i h ni< lit, 

<^ai d h^‘ * till iMt ii UKK 

One ot two poems will give aunit idea of tlie 
of this book 


% 


^ JJu/l^OUSj i I fjucllt 
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LL ^IhOUBLH 

All ’ 1 11 sc / iiioi IkT cc 1 n ou nu (1 iblc ]■(\ c, 

J(. Ijjs d iiJi aiitu Ji?i sc M til iju 1 c int , 

J t li lutK cst HUM riuiino tvcistd t 

Lt li colonibc au bold dc so i uid sc sou]< vc . 

II scniUi qiu ]t \ s dm nu InldK^iK join, 

Mcs ilu vfux sonl p ucils ui\ v ip m i dii c mii mic, 

C t 11 imc dc Sion qui cliintc uuis nioii vine, 

J’ai brl\k dci piLimtis ct rtspiK 1 iiiioiu 

•J u cn \tis Its bois jioui r \cilli 1 1< > josts 
f t ]mur tn obtciiii li (am du bun um« , 

J ii couqjiis, in pissiut diiis li vtiit uillamnu , 

Quc Ic (It sir cst mfn sur mcs kvrcs t closes 

Mon me (tut ainsi tjui dn cnstal bnsi, 

J II siippln 1 1 \io tn pit 111 mt sm I x tcrie, 

Au\ arbirs, lUx luisst iu\, 1 1 ( uibtt solitane, 

I u dimandt tout bis le sicrtl du biisd 

Le ^ I intcittp ] (^ai d iit m 1 d nicer k s c locheS, 

Toutc 1 odtui dc I'lcpie (till >iu ks tlicinins, 
kos inugiK f s out lou 1 1 1 Itnu lu ui dc mt s mainsj» 

Ll j’ ii su (ptc ks temps dc incs not is soiit xuocJu j 

Ic vciix scull, son, smalotii tluis 1 iii doux, 

Oh t (’( st Irop de boiibcm, hop d udem, trop d'aliifnw^ 
Mesytnx oiil ttonuisdi U ms uouvilks laruios, 

\ oils nc [toiui/ non (11 >] 

Cll)lglJ(7 totlB « . ^ 

II 1)1 Sik 1) \IMMl 

Ia d sii d iiUKi piissc sui lUi kvie, 

I; miom I st si ioit 

Jt Rcns dans nn chan dc d uuuic 1 1 de fit vro 
Mille ai^^aillons d or 
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Oiu, ii'^tIS jii loii^ oulUt tKdi 

11 It insson Ion, 

T )Ut Lt qui vent bji n tonl cp tjm ])( ss eU 
J t ut tt jui vent tout 

1*1( luci tl iutini sous I \ iiuu; iiuiut list, 

'litmblci dt 1 (nilu ui 

Mounr de (d aidtui, d si lent c 
I + d ivou ini Lu lu 

Oil • le lJuu mil ([U oil lUeii 1 iliui 1 oiiiLit, 

0 sous IIKOIIUUS ’ 

Lo dtbii mu (roit, K voulou tjui somlm 
Lntie d( s bias lui 

Lt le I uui coniioiix 1 1 li 1 tile li vit 
Au\ biIII nils j I u\ d ot , 

Ltlidoiuel vit tllidoiKt k\ie 
1 inioiu tst SI ioi t 

L Instant Iteinel” is the heirts stoiy fiist 
virgin longinj^s, then love 

quainl |C voiis ii \u, )t uis liiiiiioiiinue 
Jb sms lonrtlt, j) ii o, t (I it uilt, soyt list , 

Kit be coinmt un Just'in eliiip^ dt uniic !ui 
J ai le gi xiid d sii d tre tl tie in uigei tin ] un, 
l)e ni'abitiie ui niiluu d unt i piisseiii tin losis 
Et (k lout ^ ous doimt I i nn ]» iiipn use lost h 

Ah! lb'’UI iVM iiiisi ([lu ton 1 lu in n in , 

^ Klue jie mb dokur qiu 1 1 lobt tk ii 

^4 itl hei following bool, / ts / mi/i/i s bhe bings 
of niauiage 

iPi'obably Jean de (jouimont goes too far when 
h0 that nU tiue poetry is* sensual, and even 
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sexual^ That I's not true of English poetiy. 
English poets hive found it possible to write 
poetiy u ith then br tins ind not with their genitaK 
fOf couise the htench riitie mi^ht uige Is that 
tyue poetiy-^) lUit the suteincnl is partly true^ 
of contemj)or ny J rench pocti>, and e^peeially of 
th It put of u which is written b> women The 
Countess de Noiille^, Mine Eauguet, and some 
other Fiencli poete-tses nn^ lit be classed as 
“hucolu ^ poets, but the teiiu would be mislead** 
ing It IS tme th it they know nitmc intimately, 
and they le cicite hi intis Jamines, but they talk 
to nature ju t is they would tilk to a lover They 
identify themselves with nitiiie, they lose them¬ 
selves in It, just a> a worn in who loves wildly lose^i 
herself in hei lovri lake this passage fiom 
Helene 1 icard 


* Oil ))leuiu IcntdfKiit son me anuson-^mc 
I 1 on Cot mic paiivK inic i ] auvrt* Icrnnie . ♦ 
i I puis on M)l( oil U)it on inivu, on 8 eafiut, 
])au i s hi IS I nl scut nli jnn 1 \ iiuit 
On s in li ui nil i h foi t 1 1 omh , 

On M nt 1 itti in sid ui ks ut les du inoiido, 
Outslaibu <ticsll!iiir on cst Itru, on cst difeU) 
Aplfiii soil (mint U n] cs (k ciol l>Ku 
A]n IV 11 tit) ill Ills onn <1 lisoib, 

H ]K> I U \ i t I K V t L 11 inoilk 

11 J lit J h J t i li n > HI] il I nn ttl Ijcsot^ 

Ohiinif il’uin n tun | i , (ju iinj e ilt ' 


^ On }>tut ( mst iki (|iu louli viin | cn sn ut 

stMulk tvpussion dun ttd dt dtsir physicjtte, 
I^Aiispos tllo tvnlk ta mm I s mii^ts qm Font 
naitte ^ Mt SIS daujOi id Ju p lU • 

^ lilt lovei s 
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This paftiheiMil i nowlieit inou i)is3ionUe and 
beautiful than in the \eisc of uic Uaut^uet 
(1860-*—), 1 poetcs ^^lK) lives in the Vob^ts moun¬ 
tains. From such a hue Ua 

iw 

** Uiit oil( ui (k h t il \ I utf 1 ni III ( 11 ’ 

OttC llfUght know that she hid lived at the he iil of 

i iautie all her life lUil is il nitiue 01 fti^inme 
iUitetldet wbieb sinj^s in such huej is these 

“ Et ties t ullis t )i ti il lull luis d luunihi 
Montmut ujv 1 \H um 0 I \ii <k mi Uti 

Oi in this apo>tiophe to the se i 

‘*Viomls moi )t sms i l a, \oui uks hr is oavais 
Etinoncoip Unhi id titmula (k dl 
A les b 11 tis tu i loui Is lUUiis lucnt otkiL ^ 

Thrift IS a mdseuline violenee in her verse 

Ainions k tciidic Avul ou\i ml les priiin m ic 
Ho Sts liiiscis d mnits , 

Aunous ItU SI 1 }iu(l f|iu ]KSp sni li tent 
Aiusi K[\\ lui c nj il imant, 

fiUtonmi Sdisiul it It mhU tjui t hi hi Ik 
IKH y(l U I I D1 It II Dll 
({Ui hh mint ]( i m <11 c | um t nulhs 
Coiimit il ! ut <Us i u ms 


* ClaiUi) Saubot 
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Aimous tout lie la vie, adorons jiisqu’aiix larmci-i 
Ij’aiooiir jnyhti rieiix, 

Obussous ail rito ou Je <l< sir s’acliarne, 

(’oiume an f^^cste cruii (lieu. 

Ne soyons j»lus relui (]iii leciile el se caclic 
K1, iraviiiice vaiiieu, 

Cianit iV.uiiiei, de ‘•oiillrir, dc CRcr: e’eyt Utt lucbe^ 
11 u'anui point vecu.” 

There ib a famous soniicl of Vcrhaerea*s which 
paints pigs rooting up a muck-heap, while the stm 
makes the liquid on their Hanks shine Ukq roses. 
Marie Danguel can be equally realistic: 


AimoUK 

Dans rcLibk* nuitciisi' luiror Iin ba'iifs s’ubrouent, 
Khrent louideiiieni huus iricmbros oiigourdis, 
lb'’‘V(dHt*s tout h coup par un coq (jui s’eurone 
Kt dont le cri strident semblc lui poignard, brand!; 

Trenip(!‘ d’uube, deliors, le fuinier re^pleudit 
Contre un niur delabtt (ju’une lucarne troue, 
i^anni des bois pourna, des soos, desvieillcy ron^ii^ 
El lance vers le cicl des parfuins attiedis. 

^ Vriianl une eeiirio ouvorte au toil do mousse, 
Du’iuuplit ini vibreuKut iiuagenv d'ombre roiisse^ 
Du piiriUj noiv bro<aid, sVlale bnm'd’or, 

Ou fonillent du groin aetivement les pores, 

Kt diin*^ la Imuiide et qidils out lahour^'e 
he soleil laigenieiit vautro sii ehaii jiourpree.'^ 


^ Par rAitwiirf Mercuro, lyOii. 
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Of her last book {Les Pastorales^ Stmsot, 1911) 
Jean dc (iourmont says: “ La poetesse ne b'ulance 
pas vers la nature, die s ouvre ^ die, nvcc Ic dcsir 
fl^dtre violeutee par son rnystore.’' Evening 
Seizes her,’* he says, “like an embrace 

“Tout a\"nient. On (‘uUnnl I’lioiuon linlctur, 

La teiTC bcnsiiello ol lour-le 
^ Quo IV'tnoi do.s i>t>llons locomls <*ntliousiai»ino, 

Ma levre esl la l<'Vic cles theax, 

Tout sV'paiU’lio, envaliissant lo.s cii*u\t 

Une odeiii do baibou, uotrcintcg ot do bpiibiiicb,” 

Movements and manifestos succeed each other 
in Finance, A school becomes decrepit; the young 
bloods who first blazoned its piograinmc become, 
in j^heir turn, “chers maitres,” rich (for poetiy, not 
beihl? gs-g'ged, pays in France), petted, spoilt, 
engrossed by social engagements; and while they 
rest on their laurels a new generation raises the 
$tandard of revolt, and flaunts the same flaming 
extravagance as their elders did in their gieen 
days. Symbolism, which killed Parnassianisin, 
which killed Romanticism, which killed starched 
inanity on stilts, is not, as a./^r//;c trantlh^^ quite 
de;^ yet; nor did the absurd counter-movennents 
of the Kcole roPtane^ J{i(t 7 uini\ut^ Integralhfti^ etc,, 
weaken it; bid theic is, at this monienl, a new 
maniijestation which, while not entiiely hostile to 
^yn^bolism (indeed dutiful and gratclul to it in 
iiaatiy respects), is yet in substance an jibsolutely 
different thing, and uses metres which a further 
development of the vers lihrc. This is the woik 
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of iht s>( 1 ) )ol of j)ocU known aj “le groupe de 
l*Abba> c ” 

In no connection wlntcvcr Willi tins gioup stands 
Andie Spur* 1 J( is i in in of npe while t-he 

Abbey ports ii( ill fl iinbo> int bo^s And yet he 
has so miiiv jioinis ol conla<.t with them that one 
li iciniilcd to lan^c linn alon^ with them 

He lb full of the bpint of Niet/ die, but lus cult 
lb til it of the liodv moic 111 in of the biain In tliiS 
ho 1 nt uei to Wilt Wlnlnian than the ceiebM 
Abbe \ gioup hi ic\ Rtnitis absufdes he 

sing > 

“All’ ) imuius niur, dm i idiniMUut, 

On l)C mi oi| s ixilt 1 | i i 1 1 dc vilc^si, 

A\cc cU 11 IiLVt ii\ ] li 1 1 k v( lit 
I 11 1 )( III (.01 [) , qni i (iiomlU <k\ lilt liu im mo, 

I i qiii s nt llii, it (]ui jit .nio^ nt < t qm soil dm 

\li I 1 uniLi ns uincT um Uiiinn. mti iiinc, 

Dont ks solid( s ] K Is s i 1 )( nt dm iu\ luontaguos 
Tc sms ilu/ 11101, tliL/ vou^ 

Oin ttinim, qm soil lutic iliohc qu nu sexc 
Que le m ntu iid ui logis ]iom 1 1 ( m isl 
U m fiuinic (pH (lioisisst tl sou ]om ct son heme^ 

II qn il Utdk i omsmvic d d( liniti liitti 
I uuh( 

I t (jm (it n< 11 ik n In * 


ills ihvthius lii\c i phontti basi>, foi hcuts a 
piactit il phonetK niij, lud has woiked in the labo- 
lalory of the Abbi Kousselot He is a Socialist^ 
tiibunc ot the pcojilc, motiinmg the tragic 
of then life 
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J*ai vu <lcs corps dVuf.oUs ths ]> ir t 1 ( \it 

JVli Vll Ic \C1itn UhIc JOnstltlU t S , 

J^ai vn lies t otKjiu ' ml il< ’ o on til d( s )on( in 

D*»o lU Ion , i] iMiiiii , (ii ( tint , 

i^icuu 

It was Rene AilO'i uIk, in fnmoler? tin* 

pbalAUStoiy enUed “ 1 ln‘ \b1)f y ’ <)iiui pliril 

anslenans .ire (Jeor 'c-. Dnlimnl^ Jules Koniams, 
and Charles Viklt.ic. There were .Use p.uuteis, 
musicians, and scnlptois. 'I'he AIdjey was situated 
at Crtiteil, a hamlet twenty kilomeiies distant from 
l^arist The old binkhni* was the beau of a gieai 
^mantic park whicli had been t{iowmg hiisute for 
seven luxuriant ycais. All wtr^Is, all shiubs, all 
saplings douMshed u;reonlyin tout iiingeonlrateinity. 
The artists had installed a piint.ng-'piess in their 
abode, and they intended to cam then livelihood 
by publishing the works of ait they pnnttd with 
their own hands. In 1908 they published what 
future times will [rerhaps regaid as one ot the 
first great poems ol the twentieth ccntuiy La I a 
Xlftanime^ by Jules Romains. 

The Abbey lasted fourteen months. The mrt- 
lerial results were disastious. The expense^* wete 
relatively rons>iderablc -^the prohts, ml. The 
enterprise had to be abandoned. The phalan 
Stetians deliberated whether they should blow 
thenISeives into the an together with the house, 
but they could not come to a decision. The 
^*^bbat»aux” chciish a tenacious memory of the 
last winter, which was heroic. 

' The moral results were appieciable. There was 
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much derision, but also some interest shown in 
these young artists who had attempted to live as 
fjce men, aitistb and artis<ins at once. And they 
aic still hiinded to^ethci, fighting fr^r common 
ideals of ait. They have numerous affinities; hut 
ca< h oni' s1n\es (kec])ing that individualism wjhiich 
distinguished the symbolists') tocxpiesshis personal 
vision of the woikl. 

After hesitation, investigation, and an inter* 
millent use of the vcjs hbte and the classical 
alexandnne, they have all rallied round the vers 
libie^ though each of them tries to institute a 
personal rhythm. 

In absolute Contradiction to the partisans of 
“Part local'’ (Heimatskimst), they demand an art 
of univeisal significance. Like Alfred Mombeit in 
(icrniany, they are ‘'cosmic impressionists.’* The 
earth is only a province of the woild, humanity is 
one long, lasting try. They dare to say, proudly, 
that the aim of the inonist world is: lyric emotion I 
For them, the poet is the beautiful, powerful voic0 
which raises all foreheads heavenwards, dilates 
chests, and leads the universal chorus. They do 
not believe in God, they do not believe in gods, 
but they are drunk with divinity. The poet’s 
mission is to point out tlie vestiges of divinity. 

Jules Komains has written a long poem on “ Le 
Mctiopolitain”’ (as “the Tube’’ is called in !garis). 
It holds one bieathless. In this poet at all events 
we have something absolutely new. 

The year Kjiohas brought several new poetslHo 

^ Poenieb, Men cure de Franco, 1910. 
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the fore. Edmond Rorher’s I.e Manfent/ du Pas.i<^ 
is a {{ood book. Here is a poem culled from it; 

' l.OVK TIIRM AM,. 

no siii/ilr* \\''(niinn ; 1 hv(' tlu*iii .ill, 
f Dili not thi'ir soul is :i wile, Ji "rin, 

A flower, a riirlin:; lililx.n ; nor I'm* tin m 
out Ihy soul lu (juc.'i l)cyoii(Un»ciill. 

Force tlioiu with love that to Ihon-hoily elm;;s. 

And winds around those swollen fiuit.s ol'theirs, 

And to that soil and curving shell ropiihs, 

The source of joy whence all thy sorrow sjiriiiffs. 

Yea, love tluun lor their hurniuf' tre.sses’ sake. 

And for their deep ('yes melting with desire . . . 
Women are flowers ris<'ii fair from mire. 

Which our anstore delight may stooj) to hroalc. 

'J'hey fill thy life with sorrows < \er fresh; 

They are Ktoriial licauty passing through 
visions ; they are flaring torches who 
Illnuie thco—ami the iriiscries of thy flesh. 

A fitting conclusion to this anthology would be 
an e?<tract from another book published in 1910, 
Edmond Gojon’s Le Visa/^e pencM (Fasquclle). 
He has a poem called “The Voice of the Men 
f To-day”; 

' Now, while the time to future dawniugs rnee'^, 

We hail tho rising sun with triumph wild ; 
llocked by the wind that beats our iron braces 
^ore brittle than the playthings of a child. 

Cods we will bo, still higher, higher flying, 

And winnow space until the welkin pants, 

Unyi tiie glohe of earth beneath us lying 
t&oks like a pendent apple swarmed with ants. 
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Oiii Mulit IImI fill! u >nl(l on iioni us, wf* mvtorj 
S [lultin^ in la 1i If ncn to oni nn^im* pinlv'U, 

W ( ht II nu» nmtoi In ii( lu it f i t tnd instn, 

Ainl in on i /\ t \ ill w i] i iI k wukI 


\ii(l fpM !in il ( I M t u ( i I II 111 r 
W i1') 1 I < 1 n I 111 1 1 ( iU<; 

f nil 11 valli it 1 1 I Mul ^\lUl s itu ^nlt^unJ^ 

Lilv 1 11 I till 111 II o I 111 oi lilt ni -wc sail 


Tluii, ^vhIl( loiuMiK ol trHiin]>li h iil the t^niiiig 
Of tht lUMoi iti iir 1)> stniihoin imnil, 

On vit toiy Is oiii' 1 juui piocl aniiiijf 
Tlieniijist) oft n111 uul oi nuuKaul” 


France decaying^ Fiance is seething yo^ 
I islen to the Intrlhen of uiothei 1910 poem (1*4 
Bonetti’s Les Sinsot) 



“ . . (omnio los nijjlu 
Qm voni do sommit m ^olnn^*t, 

Ivi6 d’a/ni, jv?f (i’espan*, 

Moi, rmunl dt >1 Inn os t ti s, 

Saii'!i m V s dn, toujoins ]o pas^se 
Ot vant U s hoUf,< s dos (iti s 

Olu ♦ OlKUitons t (la jvlame est large 
Le soloil jit <1 ms h in itin 
}f( s Ioiif(h hn% batUnt hi (hmgt 
aSiu fa o)aud* tout* tin thiyfm/* 
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J. BlTHfiLL 



NOTE. 


The publishers and the translator are grateful to the 
French poets and their publishers for their generous 
idllth^mations to publish these translations of copyright 
pOehtS* Special thanks must be given to Monsieur 
AlA^ed Vallette, the Director of the Mercure de France^ 
who owns nearly all the best poetry published in France 
during the last twenty-five years; but for his assistance 
It not have been possible to publish either this 

)r its companion, Contemporary Belgian Poetry. 
'"^aine is not included, because a volume in the 
Canterbury Poets” Series is already devoted to him. 
Tristan Corbi^re, essentially a contemporary poet in 
spit^i of hta date, I have found untranslatable. I had 
obtained authorizations to translate Maurice Magre and 
Vivien; but, though 1 admire both, I have, in the 
end* thought it best to reserve my translations of their 
private circulation. For other Bowdlerizalions 
and deletions the publishers and ihtir editor arc re- 
spohdible. 
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N OTE. 


As to the spfirit which has moved my selection, let tne 
quote from Synge’s Preface to his Poeim and Transla* 
Uom^ to me the most vital thing in recent English 
criticism. ^ 

‘ . thf 0 / hji au needed in ppediy 

aisOf to show that what zs exalted^ 07 tender^ is 
by feebk blood. It may almost be satd that before vefpi 
tan be human a^qatn zt must leam U be hrutalP 


CORRECTlOXh 

p 1B4,1 16, ra>, r. ad thy. 
p 14Si h IHi i^oodon, zead wooded. 



Contemporary French Poetry 


REN^; ARCOS 

i88i— * 


THE (akovvrri of Tin: con. 

BupnINc; niul liqht; 

by the same toktn • irninpct IFnuishes * 

Pionary joy 

to the 5)rtjfU of oblivion* 

But better far, the Unis of shide 

Ihe life of lines in silence, 

ptie’^s woman’s eyes ami their fire wells, 

^renity’s lull, speechless sun, 
gratis inclining, grace and tear?, 
all that beguiles, 
theb honey, and absinthe also 

Instants drowned m duam, 

that dies, but lengthens as it dies, 

. *1 ^Sr of sighs, 

ihe delight when dream has built. 

If the mind is lucid, and can build the mighty love 
even unto swooning, 



Reni£ Arcos. 


a lifted look, a settling hand, 

and the whole edifice falls in an avalanche. 

Between his birth and death, a man on earth, 
amid the mighty coveting and all the powers, 
raising more high with every day his cup of &oul, 
if he I an hear the question further, before all, 
and make a frontier recede, 
may say I was the growth of a gt>d. 


THE GOD. 

If thou art a collecting-place, 
a place in space where all things 
are w^ont to meet 
for knowledge and to fructify, 
living a heart’s offensive life, 
if ihou hast taken to thee all ideas, 
those, young, which step together like a thousand 
men 

clashing cymbals, 

and those which, undecided yet, are lost 
in those which are serene and spread th^mselvdd 
like streams in lime, 

that also which a man who lived alone almndOtl^d; 
so great that it obstructs our highest doors, 
so tragic, great, and heavy on our shoulders ^ 
that none of us has had the strength to move it yet^ 

if thou hast known all shocks and impulses, 
all looks, all coveting of hands, 
contagion oyire, and blood, and words. 



Renk Akcos. 3 

and if fionietiine*; thou sawest, lightinqjall mcn'b ejes, 
the crown emblazoned hitih on btandards 
in clash of wt*apons, in a rocket of cncs, 

if thou art centre unto vortirt b 
whereinlo rush pell mcll, 

rejoicing encllessly bccaii'.c they blend with thine, 
the world’s pulsations, 

^ if thou snffiiccst to he nil at once, 

^ all that is and stirs, and -stiives to be, 
if he who is tbyaclf and truest of all 
adds to all tins 
desire still to he moie, 

desire boin of thyself, of him who commands 
tall strangers come from vasts of space 
for the communion of thy mind and blood, 
and to shake thcmselvo unto thy semblance, 

if thou sufficest to be thus sometimes, 
this present a vast future rumbles in, 

0 thou who art come already from all the dead, 
and if, from being so much, 

thou movest thyself to the point of being suddenly, 

born from thy depths, 

the invasion, from ^tage to stage, 

of a strange birth in columns of flames, 

to the point of being but this marvellous pang 

which digs a vacuum below thy heart, 

this laugh, born of thy throat’s ecstatic aching, 

atji^ if thou wert comiielled, 

in order from the stifling to be free, 

to utter a great cry, 

p then, at that instant, enjoying in one flash 
the swift })erception of thy godhead, 
thyself shall be the god. 



Kene Argos. 


RELIGION. 

The humiliation with love, 
the contrition and the haircloth, 
but one must be in a state of grace, 
one must not know with the lorehead. 

Fervour ! There have been days when thou 
burned, 

like an altar on the days of festival 

with flaming gold beneath its candle-forest 

Old need ol worshipping more high than men. 

1 here have been days wlien in thy own despite 
knees have yielded. 

TJut poor man walking with joined hands, with 
that stir, ^ ’vV’ 

—and in thine eyes this radiance of the Magi,’—‘ 
poor man, where wilt thou fall upon thy knees, 
for prayer and psalm ? 

In temples 

(upon the flags, along the walls, 
in the nightdamps, even to the roofs), 
abandoned soul is languishing with the absetibe 
of One departed having left no trace . . • . 

In temples, this weariness ! 

With what shalt thou fill up this mighty void 
poor man come here, ^ 

bearing more love than they in legends bore, ' 
to make here, ah ! what furious oftering, 
and who hast met none but thyself, 
iced as it were, and shrivelled ? 



Rl-Nf Arcos. 
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O 1 pci-), and Kblc«; of the I ivv, 
hooks, so n\ my I cn ks ' 

I ut your binds ore fillen, 
your licit! is shol in^ , 

With inert duli(> , 

O the poweilcS'*nes'’ ol the ht, 
in s[)ilc of Iht indublMou 1 run, 

C) the ortifitc it c\^ry bisc 
And no god 'iny 1 uiuei for llit i>rict. of a straligLin 


Ifhou must then i ihy Ii c in qi t<-t 

Ihou must then - j o chtvvinj;'^ this nuputtu le, 

under tin wcit ht of this duriil ne^*-) 

and this dense solitude , 

lor all IS groping, sti iiif^e 1 1 II, 

(or all la onh Icr dtnty m 1 ill is >nl> possible 


And yet ihi iivilining 
<!UH full of si 11 , sir t( hing il t If 
X4,VCl With tin 1 A\ ccntui}, Ihi t mit of living, 
keen 

This pulUn < v(.i thf )u I nniiufe u 1 1 
This unsiuhne m tt n 'll! the c mov( meiil , 
fot thi^ unliuuiLd tlesipn 
AU these nativitic-i (hit none li'id j roplicsied 
All luovi s AI) is isptnu^ 

JTi^ery man before biui h-is llu imn ihit he would be 
A SOl/ing gesture reichcs out with time 

And yet 

'the! solidarity of the woild s presences 
*^wert thou not g'l^ing, with ill thine tjes, at the 
Slavs, 



IlaNRI Bakbusse. 


that nipfht of loveliness thy mouth spahe lovc?-^ 

O cerUiiTly obscure ’ 

bomclhing is everywhere that none has said. 

Thou cansl not seize on any of it, 
although thy soul desire it, with thine eyes, 
noi with thy hands, nor witli thy mind , 
thou coniest near it and depaitcst from it; 
it IS beside thee, thou will seize it soon, 
thy life stops that it may let it live, 
and It IS over, it is gone. 

Something is everywhere which goes before, whi^ 
grows,. 

something which fiuctiiics in this thy present* 


HENRI BARBUSSE. 

1874 '“—* 

IHE SEMJ'STKESS. 

On llu' rain a gbnt of day . , . 

'I he blue and yellow' sun 
Pours on the suburbs one 
Beam through the showePs grity* 

In the workshop stingy of light 
Sewing she sits in the gloom, 
But she feels, beyond the room, 
The rc^mhow growing bright* 
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AnH when it bhincs without htnil 
On the houics da/zlctl by 
The rain\ sweet rays, t. shy 
Song she hums to hymn it, 


Chanting Tune’s vast exp-^nsc. 

The Futiuc sague and bland . , . 
Her eyes smile on her "hand, 

She believes in her romance. 


And in beauty that amazes. 

And peace for the human race. 
She feels herself beyond space, 
Her lij)S to the light she raises. 


Worlcshop whistles are blown 
Home, with the evening’s crap( 
Around her wistful shape. 
Singing she goes to her own. 


Threading by carriage and cart 
The listless wayfarers loud, 
She IS alone in the crowd. 
Because of the song in her heart 


Full of impossible things, 

Home to her simple repast, 
Wildered with e^es downcast. 
While the music hid in hei sings. 
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Henrv Bataille. 


HENRY BATAILLE 

1872— , 


TIIL ’MONTH 01 DASrr. 

I HA\r been Uchinj; throuj h window 
cvtninc; filling Suntf one is asuay 

Alonj.^ lilt ditches filled with aiifunm ^ * . 

O wc'iiicd windcrci upon thy w ly 
At the dusk hour wlicn sbtphcrds Itnvc the hill, 
Hasten ' 7 he <luor> are closi.d> no hres bum 

In lands wheic ihon rrtuinc -»( sick md thdh 
1 mptv th< hif.liroatl is, uid the lucerru 
Sounds ill away faint wUh disc our icieniehl . ** . 
Ohistcn tliL (del lunibeiifi errt hi>c blown 
Ihfii Hnteins e ul ii i-, tin nitunin, b(*nt 

And f;om lo Uii>ovei the cold he nth stone 
Autumn 1 sin^in^ in the deni a me hoots * ♦ 

It IS the h >iu win n corpses on the flood, 
Dieimdy floiting, feel in then wliite blood 
7 he lust cedd ri <u fioin the met s loots, 

And jl;o down to the dec p ind diclteimg mu(t 


7Hi: I(n)NiAiN 01 riiY. 

Wk have our tears This is griefs anodyri^, 

7 o know that tears a many ire m >torc, 

Ancl hearts did know them faithful, even before 
All dreams had faded lo the first of mine 
My wistful mother ^aid How many piore^'* 



Henry Bataille. 
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We hAve our x nijslcry th'it is jjajl 

Ourfalhomini^ Clnl<i, how 1 pity thcc 
To see thtv waste th( m looUshly and ftist, 

Anti with n<i ft n <»f di^nio iij) the la t * 

Y^t thii IS worth Ix-iui; j;« udt d a il m 1> ' 

No, not the thjwcrs, uo, i]f»t the summer will 

? C» tenderly tonsolc U'., only they 
bey soothed us >ouni;, iml they tonsole us still, 
Faithful and vigil ml so nun> a da> , 

Alftfj inward weep when c>o no more will fill. 


IKMNS 

trains drexm in tin dew for houis outude 

3 be fclations, ihtn u, ami gi itt, nul glide 

love the wet liains pas ing Ihrou 'h tin held , 
l^g caiavans of all iht couuti) jitliU , 

that sleet) in llie hunting , and the Ir un 
Wtth tarixvviUn < lo ik ag unst th*» ram , 
of bullocks bellowing as they p'l'^s 
where they w< rt boin, and siiitl it a gra ^ , 
AU l^roy carnage • 1 » e >hiU and wann, 

9dcnce glutcis through tin t>eltinu‘ storm, 
inscriptions luded, and their cold, 
i1W^I|OWs . . . the sunendt red re t they hold . 
" |<Mnng lantcui'- win n the mom mg conn s 
the sleepy engine* pufts and hums ’ . . . 
tuns up the blind, and pulls it back . . 
..,U;ikt where the grass grows by the traek 
Uburtis . . . carriages where nothing stirs, 

, you can hear the breath of passengeis 

blue-veilcjfi lamps that palpitate . . the train 
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Paterne Berrichon. 


That cro'?scs us and tells us of its pain, 

While wc in corners bioocl, and wonder why 
We hear it still when it has echoed by 
And the green halt whcit you can bear the quails, 
With their sad, solitary note and rails 
Blocked, while a whidle sounds and buhers clash, 
And regular signals thiough the darkness flash , * ♦ 
Mystenous calls we cannot conipiehend . . . 

And, after bung crfidlecl without end 
In jolts the listless soul is broken in, 

The snorting cntr'ince, with a brazen din, 

Of the train bounding onwards as to joys 
In the great cities full of buz/ing noise 1 
And here refracted is the chaste, white beam, 
Which led me through the world from dream to 
O infinite rails under the moonlight cold, 

To whom my heart its bitterness has told 
In all the partings unto which it yields 

I love the wet trams jias^ng through the fields. 


PATERNE BERRICHON, 

1855—♦ 

TO STbITIANE MALLARMfi. 

Idfai monument of cordial dreams, 

The Poem, to its mystery’s supreme singer. 

Is a miraculous pool where spirits linger 
To quench Ureir fieiy thiist with diamond gleams* 



PATI RNL BjiRRICIION. 


3 I 


Sc!>uA<;Uy colours, pet fumes, forms Arc in a mesli, 

And soar above the hour’s bitter Inse, 

Projecting through the music thrilling spac( 
Procession'll altars i?r the >ong grown htsh 

Qt>d, ivho the min created, he cuneeiitA, 

And like a flower his uchilecturc hcaics 

0*et strophic walls illumed with stained glxss 
words, 

And, with bis visions brightening the block, 

With more assiduous sculpturing he girds 
The style with nuublc lime sh dl neicr shock 


1 .0V1 LINLSS 

In the blue Jersey which her bo om’s wealth 
Stretches, i (jueen (jf inajcstj slu eems, 
Kieh, rcyal fruit of love my inorl id dreams 
‘Cpinpress to suck the uid juice of hciUh, 

And like a lake of flesh she lies up curhd 
Upon her bed, that flowering linen shore 
Her milk} lieavmes&ej billow o’er, 

JJy lust’s hot breezes swollen xnd unfurled ^ 

And when she passes with soft, rhythmic pace, 
Orjl^Uug her fluctuating chaims, my fice 
iS reddened by a slinging shame intense, 

''tjAnd I am full of a coiroding thrill, 

And tortured by a sanguine prurience 
Which d^wns my delicate, ano-mie will 



Georges Uuhamel. 


Tin <)R(inSTKA 

Wkfi , () thou priJe of fin(;»i*rs deft tint $lip 
'I liLir slianultss caprRc in tint nanoW'Vhcath^ 
Wlience die this hollow’s hlies underneath 
Fros*'' unrolcnliiif^, ci uklinj; vvhip, 

While in the centie G[old(.n c^roins vibrate, 

And in n womb a nol^o of silver throbs, 

And, suckinp Inck his brt ith that sliflrsi &obs 
Ihe ichogUn on whom young Sultans wait; 

^^lth violins of the ps^chopoui}) to guide, 
lliroijpli I^t l>nn skii s )oiir jieetjiig soirows 
In grey tlakts unto Sodoin’b yellow bLue, 

To rumble tin on di the jnohx railnnce lit, 

Hark* hy the rul tioinbone Aiitin iits play&, 
Huhh n, ind i »mng 1 uighlt i fit b) h( 


GEOKGFS OUIJAMRL* 
1814 -- . 


IJlh J>1(,JAK, 

\oij cannot gathei up my look, wliuh flow's 
low aids the cirth, and which you seek m valfti 
> iiend, let it weigh down, and yourself be sflenti 
1 have no w^sh noi strength to look ati^ou. 



Georges Dghamli. 
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You ftome to me, i'' m«n oome ncii 1 htirlli, 
J^nghttntcl by the hush of your cl< mini, 
Freyed on by j ovcrlj \nd ] iin 
iiut, ju*;t t > diy 11 noNv not what to gist >ru 
I surely cannot gne j ni whit y >n ash 


Xhen you speik aernse vein self, 

1k Ou make your weikntsi^ more, you bare youisclf 
before me, 

I^flscn yourseh, in hojie 

Thail I shall with a w n 1 restore your st iture, 

Make you bound npwardb to tli htij^lu you h id, 

Console you, and pr ilt t 

-*-’Wnh but one woid hk< a cares'^, 

Wub I ul one wrrd, ihoii},,h uhi j (ittl 
you shrink, ytu gu vel on the { r un 1, 

Vou say yourself inoic lamentable than you are, 

1*0 force me to I < iid down and rn e yc u u\ 

-*«One does this lor the punie t slrinc^erj 
I could not lail to do ii you aie sure^ 


p % 


You dig your past up with a pitih ss hand, 
wrongs that you hue done to me 
Which I had no idea you had done, 
frying with unrasy, fainting voice, 

J4l ;^our mind s best. 


Ij'yik Vamly you arc lookinf^ for my eyes 
I iirif tired, do y ou not know it ? 

Ot say no more’ for I would give a day of joy 
have the courage, friend, to throw to you 
The word which bhould lestorc your stungth and 
stature 
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Georges Duhamel. 


But, friend, the more your voice shakes and the tnbre 
you lower yourself, 

The more the wish of spcakinc: to you flees fiom me, 
And because you are a man, because I love you, 

I loTif; to weep at all I hear you say. 


WATER 

This water hardly keeps a memory of its 
In artciies of cement ^ 

It has glided dizzy courses ^ 

Towards this ciiy which will be its ocean. 

—You see emigrants along the aocks, 

They have thi'. look of beaten cattle.— 

Followed by blows of menacing machines, 

It has writhed in leaden coisets, 

Driven on to the assault of houses, 

And pleating its snoring shivers on their spincS, 

It is so frightfully anonymous, 

It has no personal taste, 

And nothing intimate it kept 
After the reservoirs of Babel. 

Now it is here, 

In this enamelled vase 

Of an improbable ultramarine, 

It is here like a dead water with no history^ 

You feel it never mirrored anything, 

You feel that it has tun through territories, 

And run through fields of salt, and never tasted 
It la indifteient and sleeps at random, 

And knows of nature only the wrong s^de. 



.GEoibES Duhamel. 


Then, ten little azure jets 
Dance in a circle imilcr the vase 
This scarcely looks like lire. 

And yet indeed is hre , 

*—There were mosses as well as oiks. 

There were fcins as well as palm liees, 

Warm wind, aromatized hy oceans mt;h, 

And red sun in the sky ; 

There was at that time all the forests 
Greeting the dawn with their ennvns, beyond the 
havens. . . 

Surely, but all these things arc deeply dead, 

And somewhere corpses must be being tormented ; 
Therefore ten little azure will-o’-the-wisps 
Gossip in a circle undei the va^e. 

This scarcely looks like fire, 

It neither has it-» manners nor attire, 

It is a debonair, obedient oompany 
Which slyly lisps, 

And falls back in good order when commanded. 

Then falls the water into its abyss of sadness. 

tSpmetimes the city whips 

its Childish regiment of window panes; 

The water scarcely trembles, scarcely takes it ilk 

Ah4 yet a dream encumbers it, 

A 4ream of a pond, at dusk, 

Witil A flock of vapours, like shadows, 

TWt dramatize their spiral play in the dark. 

^nd truly, twisted, on its face, 

Phantoms rise from place to place. 



Georges DuhImel. , 



Then, a great inquietude invades it * 

Someone with insisttiuc striLes the bottom of the 
\asL 

Where is it ? Ah ’ if it could hut return ! 

<^)iuckly, return to the spiings it came fiom * 
rass vgaiii through the brutt hands of machines, 
jJut yf l rctuin ' 

It IS too late, a fij of little peails 
Spontaneously at the l)Oltoni dawn ; 

1 he vase, which trembles, 

Lets them loose by baiidlul'', 

Ihoy sail aw i), and, suddenly, it is the void, 

And the shori sol;s of '.(nils icsigncd. 

Jknealh, the memory of the foiesls of the ancient 
world 

Ah' yes, ten a/iiit vm II o’the wisps in a cirrfe 
(.1 imour 

Ihcy say, the wicked tongues, 

'I hey say the water is singing 
— But the forced \irgin docs not sing. 

It weeps its torture, 

And Us bad liberty ioi ever lost. 

It knows now ih it it might have then descentjedj, 
i'recession!ng undci the poplars’ ga/e, ^ 

Anil that, in deltas, ocean languishes With 

foi this message ' ™ 

Of olden continents forgotten. 

What matter if, in tropic countries, sound 
The hollow gull i with ;>ulphur and volcai^Oiei 
bound , , 



CiEoftc.rs Di'iiVivii I,. 


This IS t>»e pii>(iini of thuijjs, 

And must atonf Toi mt.n 

>hit of n sndutn n ha-, found iK pride 
And clniiih^, and ioiui'^, ind pu s foiwaul 
crowd (if In ids, 

And the v.inisln d thino; with tlic hurden eyes 
Is drunk with ninul ilion of a slonn. 


A (.OSPLL 

O HAPPY feelings rouiint; from outside, 

^’'ou have sr) ply duvt n into iny soul. 

You {7ive nu the illii ion 
Of th It lijf^ I loi ( V 

Which w 1 11s (. Ill d tin ‘■oiuct v ithin it elf 

O )iipl)> fL< hnjs (onnn,.; troin nf r. 

You hive so wlioU> lo^t youi m\.inor 5 » 

Ihit I am simt)l> jo’^ou'. 

Without tomidcune tin n i ons thin.of 

O hnppy feelings I havt u->rd, 

Kobumc your cmirse, 

fJestr olheiwhite your '»aUUation, 

Torch that nm>t still endure a liUle while 
Go, and in other pi ices kindle fires, 

My breath is powerful, I shall do the n st 
Co and bum eiscwheie, 1 lW ut it as a '■igual 

. * * 

S joy ! art Ihou so youn x md niiur vl, 

(tat thy sole liojie, or nu inoiy, 

Or sight of thee in others Indr s 
The higl^est reasons to he sulk ring^ 


2 



Paul I'ori'. 



Joy ! art thou so tenacious anti so keen 
That even cut (lo\\n anti taktn from thj soil 
Thou yet ranst bloom, disdainful, 

And far from all exiled siil ‘•isl ? 

—() careen laugh of an island on I he sea. 

<) Jtiy ! like greater gnef 
'1 hou Idlest the frame and ilruest sleep away. 
Thou hast seemed to me hkc a divine possc&&ioni 
And I shall not be always fit foi thee, 

I ask, coward as 1 am, a little pain, 

A gnet to trail, as men trail then sick foot, 

A grief tt> bear, like mourning foi a lime, 

J ciave a sore upon my tl ink 

Through which to bleed, like overflowing healthy 

All the excess of ]oy I can no more contain. 


PAUL FORT. 

1872- , 


HEP ORE HER WEDDING DAY 

This nnaiden she is dead, is dead before her 

day, llll 

They lay her in her shioml, her shnmd as wh|S|* 
flowering may. ' i 

They bear her to the earth, the earth, while yet 
dawn IS grey. ^ 

They lay her all alone, alone down in the chilly cl^. 
They come back merry, merrily a-singing all the way* 



Pail I'oki 
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We loo shM* h^ve, on turn, oiu tUTn,’ a in in'- chd 
and 

ilU'» lU udcn ‘he j (Itiil, 1 dtid Ik (ore lur wedding; 
di> 

The) gololiU the hells he lichh ts li ydoe\tr> d 13 


V i»\r I \i) 01 J HI M V"^OV 

Thp‘^ ea IS 1 rown ml r n, n 1 silver lU cl ♦ 1 , 
And roir \ in iil mi Ini ui 1 loi^ I io 
The k) s (^r } ]vt I in ill win 1 is < h 1 < I 
WllUpUnt f f pllh 1 UK 11 IJcepbliu 
A bene ni li lit i viij^inilly | din 
A cl )u 1 ol bitcjues to all hori/on s'ldint’^, 

And into tlu u blacl s ids the in 1 11 '.he 1 (]ii iH 
‘'hoots ‘•liver irrows fioni his non bow 

But when the siin rs hitted with Ihi f|uall, 

And ble 111!) ibo\e tile o(tm leer , 

And when the clilt cist» down the lutvimn pall 
Which, laugliinri^, wecpinc;, to the un cireers, 
Thou, poet tishernnn, dost haste to bring 
To the earth s shdiei all thy mesh of slung, 

And w iitest, ditiniinrr, f(»r the sovrin cloud 
To thaw the iiinbow from its velvet shroud 


A BALL 4 D 01 TIIL NIGHT 

Tup maidens short of stature, brown of hands, 
sickles hanging troin the ir irms like moons, 
AfC drinking air from night’s si ii studded bowl. 
And wending homewards fioin the woods at gloam 
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rvUl 1 ORT. 


\n(l when one hum*; 'inotlu r 'inswcr comf 
\n(l ollitrs hum, the hnmniin}; gofs'ilnii^^ 
rnn it l>c (kith wiflcrl on \nticnt song 
'Ihe flickering hiilh of sonic new, i idi int 

As nii^lit T VM)of of mo sc s ‘'oft tti 1 den o, 

1 lu mitt(1'■In h the I tp j ill \tiliiins, 

An 1 o’er hroun lithl \n I sliinin 1 usbe^ s\Mm& 
riu hidow IS like w nltlmnniU r f t(, 

And s nils nnt Tg smtkhvtrmcc wKnee 
An t-> in the nir thi <1 licilc s and 
Of souls lint stj 11 ( li othci ill 'ironiul, 

\n<.l r jI> the dowt i (fin^^tincl iiul jf tn ^ 

I cs dense the sh id )w is 'ind now is nene ’ , . 

The moon blue chttl t lu '* chttk brown with sntt, 
Iht ttctl) irt silveied whence tins humming comes, 
Vnd ilvertd ire the siH ) luin^ fiorn inns 
\iul ill thil slums, ind In 1 1 sweet ind hums, 
it LUia I it 111)1 ht l>t the dell itc InvLr, 

1 he tendtr nisthn^ fifth slnrs 11m ruti, 

Stiuycd from the tlhf r into this dttp padi. 


Till OATIII KING 01 TUP STAR 

I Nio thee shall be given a bo it, and thou shall all 
t mbark 

1 he oais shall sktp along tliy slumber in the dark* 

And yet the iiisr m the night shill guide 

The riveir hi no way exetj t its own to glide 
Ihoii shalt discovc,r occen dwelling with the night at 
hind • 

Then train upm thine oirs lowaids thj s’lr, 



PaC.1 I OKI. 


il 


arrowing the oci wUh fpiiow ini, ht aivl fu, 
As m the sky tl ^ p kw ly burns 
Thy faithful, Iby famihir st it tint iiLVvr tmns. 


(lOMinply on Uiy w ly, 'ind it tht t(mi)( st moik, 
^Divide the billow thiouqli tin U ih)hsI hork, 
(iO straight to <U iih, wh i U h u\ vip jut far 
Sianeo like a moon, tin. link isl uni wink 
All the gnat sky in d( \v i«. niiir^ red bn< 

Then bind, and githci m tne gras ih) stai. 


A I \LLAD Ol lin 1 1} T Vb 

Tjie deulS ruby e>t j ecr ill in^lit ♦ jng, 

A hunting mice to spit upon his littU piong 


kills three handle 1 tliousmd in Ins wialh, 

\ Attd throws them m the village pond, ind light*' Ins 
prong and stir') the bioth, 

he will unike those Io\e is wallow, who 
Think kissing and eareasmg i the only thing they have 
to do 


ERwhen they vomit on the pemd their hearts he stirs 
with his little fork, and turns tht heirts to 
^otdngers, 


^And hangs them on his long, green tul 
To make a dm, a diu all night long in tl|t gile 
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niL S VILOk’h SC)i\(4 

I Ln\ 11) lilt molhtr, 'ind I loved tlic (liu^httr He 
suls for nnny i muntli, dots siilor I uk I loved the 
niolhcr vvlicu J ltd hci, I lo\(d tlit di\i!:;h'cr, loo^ when 
I CMnt bul 

One vvoinin is is ;ood is in) cdlur ’ Wlun I set sd.il 
J hid the bloonun’ blues* When I eimt back we all 
went on the boo/c, 1 he mollui^ dead, the daughter 
a motlu r. 

A s Lilor s uls foi nu»nths ind month , my dears, nedlb, 
it’s time this tai was on the water Now, mammy, keep 
I sharp eye on jer daughter I m enmini: back for her 
in hfUen )eTrs 


VAN \M) nil cnikRirs 

1 Ivl ( (iGM/l I) him by his skip' and hops, 

Vnd by liis hair 3 knew that he was I’an. 

I hioiigli sunny ivi nues he i in, 

Vnd leapt foi eliLUies to the led tne lops. 

Up< n hi fleice were peailing water drops 
3 ..ike link silver stn« How pine he wav I 

And this wav when my spun was arched with 
blue 

Now, seeing a cherry of a smoother ploss, 

He seized it, and bit the keinel fiom the pulj«* 

I witched him with great joy . I came 
amglj . , 



Paul Fort. 




He spat the kernel ■sti'iijrht into my eye 
I ran to kill Pan vvUh m> Knife ’ 

He stretelicd arm out, swirled— 

And the whole caith whiilul' 

Let us adtuc Pan, i;ocl of all Ihc woiKl' 

TllL NKxlir 01 ^TORM 

Bowed oVr my staft, but raisinpr not my head, I did 
not see the hglitninq: dare. O my dock I I saw the two 
green eye balls of a cat dit in the air. 

He IS in the lime trees, nuwing What a gale ! I 
hear Pluto, my dog, baiK. I heir some one hail me 
**Daphnis'* in the pisture land. H is dialh comt to my 
house in the deep dnk^ 

There aie great shadows coming, round one lantern 
shed. Silenee And then a voice—father, >our distant 
voice: ^‘Amaryllis is dead. ’ 

Bleating, all mj dork recoil Pluto is howling at my 
foet* I ba\e no longer .iny dock, and Heath is on me; 
this is his breath\ heat 

V Yes, with one dash of lightning heaven has struck two 
lilies! I will go to gather asphodel with Amaryllis. 

O toy dock, I am dying. Ihc storm bursts. Alasl 
Damon, the drunkard, telling me under the 
lantern; “All things pass, , 

REEDS AllOUND THE POND. 

I'llE swallow flees. The twilight 4lls apace The*' 
swallow flees, and the hawk lollows. The moon is 
aparkling on the pond's ehill face, and m its image drowns 
thf* swallow 



Kr.MY pt: Goukmont. 


Why fjlioultl the rt ctls around the lake behave as though 
they tarccl for living or foi d)ing? It is not for the 
reeds the hawk is < J>ing “And gin f fades like' a wrinkle 
on the wave. 


AI TLk MANX X KARS 

Ivy has covered all the wall How many hours, UqW 
many teari, since once we* loveil ? How many days ? 

roses now; ivy ha'> loin the vint XX^here is thy 
soul? . . . Climbing o’er the swadows’ nests, the ivy 
has stifled all the minor 

t> wiiul ’ "Ihe loscsol old tinu have fill* d the well,—*• 
Is it there that thou ha“.t hirldt'n, niy dt atl wilr ? 

None answeis. XX^lio shuuhl aiiswti'’ . Were it 
not better listen to the* wind singing in the grasses: ” My 
sweet love ^ 

T.cvel with the ro )f theaniinit sun, tin crimson sun, 
IS tluough the middle cut so sadlj 

Shall I call tlie gaidtnoi ^ The gardener? It would 
be hettei call to Death to mow the grass. 

So many memories and so much love, and the sun level 
with the earth. 

REMY DE GOURMONT, 

1 ^ • 


HAIR 

Therf is great mystery, Simone, 
In die ibrest of youi hair. 

It smells of hay, and of the stone 
Cattle have been lying on; 



FnuNANn Gri on. 


till)! r, u)il oi iv \\ hiktd ln( 1(1 
biou^ ht lo I c ( bicil fi^t 1 irt , 
And of iIk ilov\ci^ lint lint j^rown 
Alons^ a will ahantlt n< d 
Of U Tther and of winnow td nn , 

< )f lni( IS and iv) w islitd by i uii, 

\ on miilII oi lUsliLs iiul )f It m 

d when (1 y to t vnun turn , 

V ou Sint 11 ol wjtlu I inft f;i i t rt'-1 
Wliobt, SI cd i nndti nt i^cs sh 1 
\ ou snu 11 of iitltlc-i lid of I room , 

Oi milky and ficUl in Uo\tr bloom, 
Vtiu Slut 11 of nut , m I fnu* <» tli it out 
< jatlit r in tin r 4 c st i m, 

And of lb( willt w uiid Iht li nr 

< ovtn^d 111 ib( ir flowtiinjj; tiim 
^ on ‘‘jm 11 of honey, of dt^iit 

\ on snu 11 ol air tlit n > >n nnl t hivt 1 
\ r ti ‘‘iiudl of f 111 h and of ihr iix i, 

\ ou mt 11 of lovt., ) on imUofliiL 

then IS greU ni)sler>, 'simonc, 

Tli. the forest of youi hair 


FERNAND GREGH* 

187 ^- 

LOVLS AWVKLMNG 

SOMiSlIMFs m> hair would biu h ht r rosy the.k, 
gpur hands clispul tmudly with touch that thrilled 
Tears trembled in our e>e lids, wo were tilled 
With a sliange joy that would not let us speak 
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But as in trance we liuifhed, ind silence tense 
Followed, while we wtie listening to the bees 
Humming among the flowering elder trees, 

A gold noise in the giecn, warm somnolence 

\nd then our lips opened to nuirmur word 
Inliinie, which with lip^ unpartid seemed 
To sing IS with tile voue of disiint buds, 

Vnd, rising like the echo if things dreamed, 
Ouivered upon our lipi, erstitir, ^ t 
But we could only smile, and sj eak them not 

/ r M u oil di, VLnfaiue 
IkKllAl VBIl 

What hut we donu, m> p >oi j ale dear, alas ’ 

What was this frantic whiilwind of desire 
Tha to flv om soul in kisses, sobs, md fire, 

To east us back half deid upon tin grass 

What were these throbbing soliliing, dolorous spasKKtS^ 
Ihis hymen Lint soiled with us to the height 
Of burning human lihss and yet with fright 
Seemed to be hovering o\er eiuel chasms? 

Alv'* \\hit have wt done^ The un is prying 

Under the bou^^Ua, the bees still hum apace* 

As when ray hands seized youis and would not 

Nothing at all is changed, but you arc crying 
And I can look no more into your face 
Someti mg m us is broken now for evei ’ 

/ a I\fais0n di I^Enfancc^ 



Fernand Gregil 
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THE kUJNT D TI RKACF. 

1 UK lUiMcd http's, tj ill l)Unctl in tlic ground, 

Moss, inti 1 rost trtc 1 lUynnih in\^aik, 

Whci-.^ full blown hlo soin 1)> th« vvirul ah aWiyul, 
Whose stcuij aie by link, ijuivcrin^; i\y bouiui 

Aud when oiu bind touched tlic. old bilustiade, 

We found it soil and smooth; and with no sound 
We liod o’er -jiiown i hc pitiK all iround, 

Our feel above them glideil, half afraid 

And so, a pair tlial ditamed 01 s inp, w-t clomb 
Never the step-^ unto tint ancient home. 

Save with uncertiin fe< t on stone long crumbling, 

Anil thf dwclliniT seemed a bioktn heart, with lone 
Threshold o er run with flower> an<l nun strown, 
Wlicie Joy ui 1 Love can onl> eiiter stumbhne 

-la ^Jat or /< Phitfan c 


AUIUMN IRUIT 

YdUR loved mouth has the sharp and acid smell 
Of fruits unnpened, although golden faced, 

Thev tempt the greedy nieiuth, which cannot tell 
Wily they, being golden, should so bitter taste. 

Eut soon tlic lip, aceusloined lo their scent, 
Tastes with then bitterm ss a sweetness blent, 

—La Mai\on (it PEnfante 



28 


Feknand Grixu.. 


rOUKll SANS 

0 rouis \ I s\Ns, 1 ov(’s 'VMiclHiip, HiUl pritstcs cs, 

^ OLi cluim lliL unuLf c from cikI to cnl* 
lit rotlit. always Ictti led by )our trcssL , 

Km ;s for thtir plcisurc ou yoiu bed dt])t.ud 

Your pose ib grateful, and your nostui qujvtro, 

Your feet go dancing md }onr deep eyes burn, 

\ our supple l>ocb»^s bend like ici.ds of rivers, 

Your lobes likt nicciise round il)oi t you turn. 

Poor men iie lull of an (i when they see you 
( ome from yoin e^iegalion of disgrace, 
Murouscast tnvKiis tye*' it )oii and flee jou, 

And the s* dtling, t an av\a) iheir faee 

lint slill tilt sighs of Leys with jiassion paling 
Soar up tt> you in ailtry evenings when 
You pass, the diearns of lontly ailists tiailing, 

And giay regrets of ainoious old men; 

? 

And long, strong sighs of young men sick and 
Whose blood cliales at the scent the summer 
Longing to lake your breasts like fiuits, inhaling 
Love in the odour of youi petticoats ^ 

— lalhauHd^ 



I’ERNANn ORrGII 
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D1 SlKl 

Da r\\ K \\ I n I it ki 

DIvSirb rules o\tr mtn, those lialf viin, 
And IS tht t>i int ot their iit tiI ind br'im 
Xle fashions uomtn inioK or rhisU, 

And whtji he 'ibdicitL'., hss subjects waste’ 

1 he 'J'lmjjilc souls of btlie ■’■iifis arul bo> > 
Pteeociousl> (b{ ITU of cl in It sin c joys 
Scarec have we K ft the i)*!} ^ ih u n.'xiccl us first, 
A naked 1 icist fills ns witli In rcti thnst 
And isu( h ilttJiand cent [dtasuit pr<)S 
On old mtn mournmi; fir d<-pirt< 1 d lys, 

Nay, It n»a> I tint ni tin hour of leath 
< )ld spa ms 11 ho 11 the r bjc »th 

An<l with It tl, jcy h inds 111 it St cl il \( 

3 he sluel , aie in ivt d 1 } mt nionc cl lu\c 

Dt ire 1 n r in uum i ib t kmj; 

in th« caith s womb oi spaces wilchnn^ 

Ic 1 4 , in\isil)lc, rob’ i ttcis -yoke 
The tnoon to ihc sea, ibt aejanc to the oak, 
vAnd, in blue dee [is beyond our viiton's bounds, 
Mt^ke orbs sertnt bltnd their mt Jodious sounds, 
lie calls out of the souls of bards sublime 
j Their noblest verse, and mairits rune with nmt. 
Yea, everywhere his auq^ust foice entwines 
The elms with vine, and ivy weds to pines 
Dcsife enlaces life with life ' 1 he crust 

Of earth has for the sun the same dirk lust 
^ in the (janiut rote to rote still tuins- 
Tiic Cosmos for eternal woman yearns ’ 

/c CJaii^ humatfu^ 
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TO RIMBAUD 


I, \MTH my fak rontcnkd wlII, 

Kimbnud, 1 lovt thy in'll!, incurihk, 
liohcmnn soul, Musset, anion,.' the tiamps, 

Dreimcr on biulj;e^ and by Inibnir lamps, 

Pile sleeper on cold eiati 'in-lxnt lies, stiay 
lossid ml ) inns \shf*rc I oils tin sudden /rij, 

J riend of niii uulin i caliincn, niiThtly lovti, 

1 hen of a sudden \agrint ei tuird over 
Oceans whose bitttr jna) it vivt i Ihtt, then 
folding thy JhunJoi h at unseen of rnen, 

1 ollowmt thy Iruictd the im im lei sk ts so hlled 
With noise of vok is that thy own m is tilU d 
Ah' thy nost ilgic he irl ft h nl its coie 
1 he i^oet IS a nomad tvtimoK , 

The man tormti ted uy the ceaseless thnst 
Of draining all sensations, being first 
Throughout unknown inhnitj, still changing 
Both soul and scene, ind furtht r, further ranging, 
foef king an anodyne foi fever stress, 

And the last lurl mg place of happiness t 

- /a Chafnt s 


CHARLES GUERIN 

^ 1873.1907* 

IAIN WOULD I BE A MAN 

P \fN would I be a man; now in no wise 
My poems answer man’s distress and crie** 
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men will wile their idleness away 
iWhh them, as in a sumpluoui^fcafe 
, In pleasured peace they listen for a time 
To music sweetly veiling thought and rime, 
s The sad will seek no consolation here. 

Women will be indifrerent, and ll)e sneer 
,ri^rom cynics’ bitter lips is sure to fall: 

’ Words, words, for ever words, and that is all. 

'; This is a child crying ere it is hurl, 

A mountebank in minucry expert . . . 
t,: What call has /te to moan of amorous woes, 

' With his flute .and sonnet-furbelows, 
fFfe who with wreaths of patient, polished lines 
The marble of his little griefs entwines 1 ” 

^ ; .Ladies and genlletnen, alas, hi.s true ! 

Jpive me the bitter genius I should need 
,/ To reach your hidden hearts* and make them bleed ! 
j ;>0 I were fain if I could offer you 
A book that lovers would for love's sake keep. 

Ami since there are but words, O that I knew 
;'v 'Aklfeast the magic words that make men w’cep. 




PARTINGS. 

T'ik^ifelC hours when lovers leave each other! 
every mistress feels herself a mother, 
making of her laj) a chair of ease, 
us in the hollow of her knees, 
rnd turns aside her brimful, dreaming eyes, 

* with brief voice to our vain vows replies, 

^ hums a tune, and whispers, and at whiles 
I'pmooths with slow, gliding hand our hair, and smiles 
Jalighs a babe to angels over him. 
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In her Rtranfjc cjcs her heirt’s thrk sorrows swim; 
Convulsively her armsirtrain us to her; 

She moans ami tiemhles, ami, with su l<kn stn, 

Pre e her lijis uj^on our (yts, and bids 

Sil< luc, ind tlrinl s our soul through do f 1 eje lids. 


V \I\ \OV^S 

fill winter night i odorous of spnng 
Dicamint:, nn c i^cuunt open wide I flin'T 
Upon a vtd ol silk tin wind seems thing 
A dog bavks, ind Iht tC< nted pint s are sigfiing 
Ihe bilencc* i> an uin tint e\ciy noi 
h dls into () my heitt )t irns h » the joys 
()t tho c who in tins te nd( r ni hi lioiii llmj; 

J ht ir < isLiu n ■» <>] ^ n {<> this wind of sjuiru , 

And gu( up to the si ), \ml, di inking space, 

Jriste di inunUy whilt liny tuilirare 

Ilmir diimken souls on to the Mirs in flight; 

* How beaimiid/' they bieuhe, “is life to night! 
And tht wind wilts cxrts ( s o cr lh( ir hair. 


Sweet melancholy of a loving pair, 

Wheicm the virgin whom her lover strains 
Yield*' like a idy overwhelmed with rains I 
buch melancholy I it member well 
And bitterly, and the fiim vows ihit fell 
I roin bps that sealed my own With a slow wirtg 
The gentle night w is oW us hoveimg. 

My dnbng, you wf le sighing, tirtd 1 was 
And we were ^dent, love jpokc long, Alas ^ 
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THE BRIDAL NIGHT. 

Bkidropooat anti bride, with heart^i like a wild song^ 
Sit in the cir>hu>ned cainafje all day King ; 

Already they caress ilieir dreann, and smile 
What lips were loth lo speak for >et a while; 

And sometimes, too, the sweet and lender things 
Said in their hands* and knees^ mute parhjyings 
Call to their faces all their heaits* hot blood. 

Th^ tram threads scenes that noble mansions stud, 
But all that each sees of the earth and skies 
Is what IS miriored in the other’s eyes. 

The day ialls, and the cottages ol dales 
Are lit at mountains’ feet that vapoui veils. 

Now in the west they see a star, the bnght, 

Propitious omen of the bridal night. 

They hear the rails under the carriage groan, 

Sparks from the engine through the dark are blown; 
They puU the lamp's blue curtain down, and so, 
Bnlaced, fall half asleep before they know. 

Time runs. But suddenly they feel the shine, 
Through eyedids closed, confused, of lamps in line. 
t^nrivoT. To an ivied inn they go, 
iWHK balconies oVrbung by gables low. 

TPhe bridal-chamber has beta ready made; 

0turk is it, but a window in the sha<le 
Gleams like a dazzling frame filled by the moon, 
Th^re vdih caressing aim, and words that croon, 

Th® bridegroom leads the dream-enchanted girl 
To $ee the mountain lake shine like,a pearl. 

Seeding the farther shore of it they peer, 

And hear the lapping of the short waves near, 

AiitJ vessels of the port that drag their chains, 
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And blend their rhythm with orche‘^tra strains 
Cast down the mountain from some jihicier’s inn* 
Trains rattle through the rocks with rumbling dm, 
And, while they liear thur thunder fade, they see 
The lime leaves shivering on Iht 1 inely quay, 

9 9 9 9 

l^ut now they turn, and, with their fe\cr weak, 
The nuptial whiteness ol the bed they seek. 


TO I RANt'lS JAMMhS. 


O I xMMKs, your house is like your fice. A beard 

Of ivy overgrows it, and a pine 

bhades it, as young for ever as your heart, 

Spite of the wind and winters, and of grief. 

1 he low wall of your yard is gilt with mos$, 

The house has but one humble storey, grass 
(iiow^- round your garden well and laurel-tree. 

When like a dying bird I heard your gate 
(Vy, warm emotion made my spirit faint, 

Long had iny feet been borne towards you, Jammei^^ 
And you were as my dicams had pictured you. 

I saw your dogs lolling along the road, i 

And your frank eyes with melancholy smiling 
Under your magpie hat of black and white. \ 

Y<mr pensive window sees the land meet sky, 

Here are your pipes, ard in your book case glass 
The fields reflected over poel^’ books. , J 


Since they were born, books will grow old, liear 
Others will laugh at what has made us weep. 
But let not either of us, spite of age, ^ 

Forget the day when firmly we chsped hands, 

A day as mdd as when the autumn wanes, 

ft 
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\Vc heaid the toiuiit*=t singing m the hedge, 

The bells were humming, carnages ])asscd by . » . 
It a sad and long Palm Sunday: you, 

Broken oVi love bke x rood i‘/er water w'hich 
Tretnbles and undei the wave sobs ?ccret1y, 

I, quivering, keen to die of the departure 
Upon that sea where btrcjues turn pilotless. 

We heard the tinkling hells of waggonettes, 

^Equally both were stirred by diherent thoughts, 

And the grey heaven weighed on our wounded souls. 
Shall I come back to sleej) m your child’s room, 
Shall I come back with lashes wind caicssed, 

To wait tor the first star beneath your shed, 

And in your btile rose wood coHtr breathe. 

Among the yellow heap of old, dosed letters, 

Love that alone survives in ash of < huigs ? 

Jamrnes, he who leans out of your wdndow sees 
Villas, and fields, the verge, and mountain snows; 
In May you murmur veises in your porch, 

The sky’s blue fdls the gutters of your roof . . , 
Melodious home, my fiiend, shall 1 return ? 

To-morrow? Kaiber think of yesterday. 

A hmncle&s soul is cabined in my frame. 

was of all the heavy evenings I 
Jfave eV'r endured one of the heaviest: 

The setting sun lavished its splendour o’er 
The sea, and gilded all the marge of sand 
Where I with bnne-dienched air walked on «and on, 
' llolled like a pebble by the force of dreams, 

With the deafening din of billows calling me, 

Voice of volcanic, toriid lands and isles. 

A#5 full of you my heait has with a pebble. 

Veined like a virgin’s arm and wbite as milk, 
Marked the clay lapcnt with >ou, VirgMian! 



^6 


Chvrlks Gulrin. 


rm JOUkNE^ S 1 ND 

A L the ro id’s end 
Ihc sun goes 
Ouc mt. your hind. 

And ^ive me your mouth 

This spiintT i«, as h’ i k 
As 'i fiithh heirt, 

I \ni thubl>> cjive me 

\ It nwc. It'S 

O dusk from above • 

1 he 'ingclus rings, 

Clive me the love 

Ihat your breists Irennlde with 

The road descends, 

White ribbon of leagues, 

The last, long dope 
Of the blue hillo 

Now slay, and look 
At yonder trees, 

And the smokint^ roof> 

villnpt dit im‘H 

Foi I Will there 
In the porchwiys ^Icep, 
Among >our hair 
m J uU of Withered Icav cs. 



A.-Ferdinand Herold. 
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TitF delicate cicning, Wxth its clear, blue mist, 
Dies hkt a word of love on summer\ lips. 

Or like the wet, wnm smik of widows, who 
Dream in their flesh of olcitn biuUl joys. 

The city far away has huslud its noise ; 
tn the grave garden where the silence blooms 
The warm, nocturnal wind discreetly sprays 
The fountain freshness okr the gravelled ways, 
O’er which like lustling foliage dresses tiail; 

The hum of wasjis sounds low, ind roses, shtd 
By thoughtful fingers, languorously spread 
Their soul of honey stirring love , a pale, 

Strange dawn roves round the confines of the sky, 
And blends in mystic, immaterial charm 
The fleeing radianct with the starry dark. 

What share in all the suns to be have I, 

In love, youth, grnius, gold, and fiery stnle ! . . , 
O let me fall into a long sleep now, 

Sleep, with a woman’s hands upon my brow ; 

And close the window opened there on life ! 


A.-FERDINAND HEROLD. 

1865—. 

SNOW IS CALLING, 

S^^C^V IS falling on the ground, 
Slia^ows on the ground arc falling 

♦ •javes arc whirled beyond recalling, 
The withered leaves are dead also, 
Snow and shadows fall around. 



A.-Fekuinani) IIkkolie 


It -IS though dread angels knocked 
I he ludy knorkt rs of the doorb fast locked, 
Angels slaying us with ailuigb slow. 

And >n the ^trge sad clouds aic trailing . . , 

All the house'' are (los< d like sombre tombs, 
Slow bnov\ li, filling all the gathered glooms. 


MAKO/TA 

UroN the terrace where the sliidow falls, 
I-ngaiianded by \ine-> with golden gripes, 
Marozia, whom a thin gown scantly diapes, 
Sits with her cousin dukes and caidmals. 


A cho en tioupc of slaves before her dance, 
Daughters of Krnns that adoic W diound ; 
And poeU sing her madrigals, whosi sound 
Lulls her into a dicamful, amorous trance. 


And never with rude wing biul of the night 
Hath brushed h< i maiden brow in ominous flight* 
Aod never lover’s love for her grew cold ^ 


The I’ope foi her would empty treasure-ships^ 
And clerks and kings would die with singing U 
for one glance of her broad eyes aown with 

BfKTILLA " 
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Thr Abbess on the psaltei’s parchment nm 
Is painting doves and grifFins met in love; 
And ivy twined with olive, and, above, 
Against tut azure sky dit cherubim* 
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She paints the linbe asleep in straw, the glad 
bhepherds with carven crooks, and the three Kings 
Whom from the radiant East the star y-ladde, 

With frankincense and golden offerings. 


Swet$;t reveries paints slie with her pious hand, 
Grave John the Baptist thin in ragged locks, 

And in the daisied, mystic meadowddnd 

Stands the Good Shepherd keeping his chaste flocks. 


And Christ’s gashed head bends fiom the wall to 
bless 

The cunning painting of the good Abbess. 


AUTUMN. 


Dear, do you see the autumn fruits a-Iying ? 
Listen, what slow, monotonous flute is sighing 
A song of parting through the shivering wold ? 

Q the song of the llutc is pale, the tune so old 
Its passing seems to wither all the leaves. 

The sky has lost now its diaphanous eves 
Which charmed your eyes not very long ago. 

Ko gladioli now nor lilies blow, 

And see the rosedeaves on the garden grass, 
iThedast flower that the autumn slays, alas ! 
Dear, can you hear the falling of the fruit? 

the night sounds, weeps the woodland flute, 
into the night that veils our happy path, 

Into the night that all things shadowed halh^ 
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GERARD D'HOUVILLE 

PSYCHE 

Noisei Essi Y through tho silent minsion treading, 
She l)cars a lamp and gu iids its ilickt ring light; 
Her saffroned veil floats through the green dusk, 
shedding 

The perfume of a flower that scents by night. 

Noiselessly through the house of dream she paces; 

Childlike must be her visage shadowed o’er , 

And tier divine leg, pale and slcntlt r, places 
A prudent fogt upon the naked floor 

Her knee through her transparent linen presses ; 

Sometimes her belly glimpses Us bmooth charm ; 
Or eUe, to heighten her shed auburn tresses, 
Kindles and rounds itself her supple arm. 

Upon her narrow, pohdied shoulder, binding 
Her long neck to her hips curved like a bell, 

Her airy scarf is ravelling or unwinding 
The spiral of a great and nacreous shell* 

n cf hind that guards the frail, rose wick is paint^(i( 
J^y a pure flimc of crimson , and, as rests 
On a dark rose a butterfly half fainted. 

Her kindled fingers hide hci darkling breasts* 

Now, as in dread, her curious search she hastens; 

No more is seen her hesitating light; 

Her errant beauty, which the darkness chastens, 

I Is lost in thc^nchanted mansion’s night • * * 
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At dawn returnmi» with a face of paleness* 

She hcar^ her bosom in ih< silence beat, 

Her veil floats throuj^h the inscd dawn its frailness, 
And the smooth floor is cold to her baie feet 

For she ha', seen, on skins of beasts still dreiatning, 
Love terrible, mysterious, and gum, 

With ready arrows jii his clasped hot, '^ccming 
All bloody in the dusk and lamplight dim. 

And she has seen hi^ mouth’s inhuman smiling, 

In which his lustful hate and anger stir. 

And felt, beside his couch, an unbeguihng 
Invincible, swift horror seue on her. 

She flees, the folly of her heart bewailing; 

Her yellow veil swells in the mor i s blue shine ; 
Ilei eyes are fiantic, and her strength is failing 
With having seen Love . whom she deemed 
divine! 

VISCOUNT ROBERT D'HUMifeRES. 

1868—. 

TO IILDDA GABLLR. 

iStSAtJTirui t >ucen of tht Moderns, logic'll bloom 
Of feminine fev* 1, who thy brows dost diess 
vine-leaf and dost call on Bacchus whom 
Thou shnncsl in thy bleeding heart’s recess, 

^iven desperate by the tragic ugliness 

man, and lust, and day, and the mind’s gloom, 
Thy anarchist bullet kills with the murderess 
The Future doubled in thy doloroui^worab 
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Ant\ fiom the Pronii&e its fulfilment rob'*, 

When in thy Hank that me for life and throbs 
Dies the dread t,enn What Will unknown to the© 

Decrees the Woild^s dark for another span ? 

Or shall the womb of woman no more be 
A certain refut^e for the hopes of min? 


FRANCIS lAMMES. 

1868*— 

I LOVl 

I Lovr in ol 1 days (lira d Lllel eusc, 

I he school girl of old boarding Swhools 
Who, on warm evunngs, sat beneath the limes, 

Reading the magazines of olden timeo 

1 love but her Ujton my ht irl is streaming 

I he blue light of her white breast 

Where is she now? Where was this happy nest? 

Branches peered into the loom where she was dreatnin^j^i 

It may be possible slit is not dead 
Perhaps we b Jth were dead behind those walls 
In the gieat court >ard withered leaves were shed 
la the cold wind of very olden falls 

Those peacock feathers . Can you recollect 
1 heir great vase ne tr the sea shells in a row ? 

There came news of a ship that had been wrecked 
Upon the Ban/ -'Newfoundland, as you know* 



1'kancis Jammes. 

Come, come to dk, dtar Clara (l'Elk'l)cusij; 
Ltit us bo lovers yet, if you exist. 

Ip Ihe old yirden there are old tulips. 

Come quite naked, O Clara d^llebcusc. 


TIIL OLD VILLAGK. 

t 

The old village was with roses tilled, 

And I went wandenng in the heat of day, 

Andi after, o’er the sleeping leaves that chilled 
The feet that walke‘d among them where thty lay. 


And then along a woin-out wall, the belt 
Of a wide park whence came a gentle lire we, 
And there an odour of the past I smell 
In the white ro'-es and the mighty trees 


JJow uninhabited by anyone . . . 

They used to read here when this gta.ss was cropped 
‘ And now, as though the ram had but just slopped 
ebon-trees shine under the raw sun. 


*^*he children of old time went, linking hands, 

tn the park’s shade, and romped around these roots 
I 'I JPlaying about red plants with dangerous fruits 
had been brought from very distant lands. 


jjrparents* pointing out the shrubs lhat thiived 
ifl? the rich soil, would say to them; Take care! 
There’s poison heie , . . from India this ai rived , 

4 And that IS belUdona over there. 
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They said besides: This tree here by the wall, ' 

Your uncle brought it with him from Japan ... 

Then it was very delicate and small. 

With leaves as big as the finger-nails of a man. ; 

They said besides: We can remember yet 

The day he came back from the ends of the earth? ) 

He galloped through the village in a sweat, 

With pistols sticking in his saddle-girth. 

One summer eve. The girls ran to and fro ' 

In the park’s shadow round the great tree-stems, 

Round the black walnuts where white roses grow, 

And laughter underneath the black yoke-elms. 

I I 

They shouted : ** It is uncle ! seeing him, 

And he, dismounting from his great horse stood : 

In his great coat and hat with the broad brim ... ; ’ 

Ilis mother wept: My son . . . O God is good . . * \ 


We’ve weathered many and many a storm, he said 
We ran short of fresh water for a week. 

And his old mother kissed him on the cheek, 
Saying through tears : My son you are not dead . 


. But where is now this family ? Are these 

But dreams of things that never have existed ? 
Now there are only shining leaves on trees 
' That might be poisoned, they are all so twisted. 


Now i)u the great heat all is hushed and still . . . 

black walnuts’ shadow is so chill . . , 

> uninhabited by anyone . ^ . 
jgpfe ebon-trees shige under the raw sun. 


p * • 
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TUI lORlSrPAlIlS 

TWK forest jnths ire muddy, n-fler the ram ; 

The meadows irt, sonhtd throiiijh and through agam 
The blackbirds in the yellovv osiei'^ smgi 
The yellow osiers good for bislcc ting, 

4 Uavle been drinking at the ruity spout, 

That glints with moss and spus the cold source out 
J would have loved yon in this mossy pKet, 
lo days gone hy, because of your *■ wti t lacu 
But now I smilt, as I my pipe begin, 

The dreams I had were like magpies that spin 
1 have lellecttd And rcid novels, then 
Verses from Pans, made by clever men 
Ah 1 they are far from sources in the rocks, 

Where, among witheied Icavis, bathe brown woodcocks. 
They should be here to see the huts I know, 

Left ruined m the forest long ago 

And I would show them silver snipe, and thrushes, 

MUd-mannered peasants, shining holly bushes 

Then they would smoke their pipe, smile, and be glad, 

And, if ihcy suffer still, for men aie sad, 

They would be hcakd much when they heard the noise 
Of pointed hawks that over farm yards poise. 


IT IS GOING TO SNOW. 

Kt fs going to snow in a few days. I lomcmher 
This time last year. My heart, O how it bled ! 

Siad I been asked , What ails thec^ I should have 
said: 

Nothing. Leave me alone. It is I>cember.” 
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O those bid thoughts * I hid no good of them, 

This time list yeir when htivy snow wis cloiking 
Thf world outside And nciw is tin n 1 im smoking 
A pipe ol briar \\ood with m imber sttin 


And still my old oik chest of driwtis smells good 
Jlut I was foolish, for these thiiig can never 
lie chilled, ind they do only pose is clever 
Who diive away the things bred in then blood 

Why do we Ihinl, ind whj, hi c tht bees* humming, 
Alust these cur tongues 1 1 lalUing ^ \\t un lerstand 

Kisses and tears ilthi ut,h the) s] e ik not, and 
Sweeter thin sweet w jrds i i eomri le s coming 


The stars hive been bipti/cd b) name and class 
Although thej need it not, and figures showing 
That 1 cautiful comets through the d irl ness going 
Will pass thiough lieht will force them not to pass 

Where is last year s distress ? My memory fails me, 
What weeds of woe were m Ibis heart fi 11 grown 
I should answer ‘ It is nothing I eivt me alone,^’ 
If bomeone in my chamber asked “ What ads thee? * 


MADAME Vr WAUENS, 

M^ic^AMF DE Wakens, you would watch th® storm 
l^owling the dark liees of your sad LharmUtes^ 
pf else you played the spinet, in a fret, 

You clever woman whom Jean Jacques would scold* 
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It naay have been an evening such as this , . * 
The sky was blighted by black thunder-clouds . . 
The smell of branches cut before the rain 
Was sadly from your boxwood borders blown . ♦ 

I 


And I can see him petulant at your knees, 

The poet-child, the boy-philosopher . . , 

Why in the rosy sunsets would he weep, 

And watch the swinging of the magpies’ nests? 


How he entreated you with heart-felt tears 
To put a check on your extravagance . . . 
Tor you were as light-hearted as, alas ! 

It is the weakness of your sex to be . , . 


But you, as bright as you were sweet and tender, 
.Would say to him : Little philosopher 1. , . 

'Or, laughing, chase him with some rosy drug 
With which you powdered him his little wig. 

Sweet refuges ! Sweet years I O sweet retreats ! 
:Thc alders whistled fresh among the beeches . , 
;The yellow honeysuckle framed the wdndow . . * 
.^A priest would pay a visit now and then . . . 

iMddame de .Warens, you were very fond 
:this young rascal with his eager face, 

|Mdw in his answers, but by no means dull, 

Mfio copied music, too, so cleverly. 

^tneonstant woman, how you should have wept, 
you forsook hina, and he went away 
his poor little bundle o’er his shoulder, 
:Albae, through pinewoods where the torrents roar 



48 


Francis Jammes 


AM&l EKDAM, 

Tfjf pointed houses lean so you would swear 
That they wcie failing 1 ingkd ves*^?! mi is 
Like leafless branches lean against the sky 
Amid a mass of green, incl icd, and rust, 

Red herrings, sheepskins, coal dong the quay§ 


Robinson Crusoe passed thiouph Amsterdam, 
{At least 1 think he did), when he returned 
i rom the gieen isle shaded with cocoa trees 
What were the feelings of his heart before 
Ihese heavy knockers ind tlie^e mighty doors 1 


Did he look through the window panes ard watcJi 
7 he clerks who write in ledgers all day long ? 

Di 1 tears come m his eyes wh( n he remembered 

His parrot, rnd the heavy parasol 

Which shaded him in the sad and clement isle ? 


Glory to thee, good Lord,” he would exclaim, 
looking at ch( sis with tulip painted lido. 

But, saddened by the joy of the return, 

lie must have mournui his kid left in the vine$ 

Alone, and haply on the island dead. 


I have imagined this before the shops 

Which make you think of Jews who handle scalei^i 

With bony fmgeis knotted with green iings. 

See 1 Amsterdam under a shroud of snow 
Sleeps m a scent of fog and bitter coal, 
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r 'i\t night the white globes of the lighted inns. 
Whence issue he ivy women’s whistled calls. 

Were hanging down like fruits resembling gourds 
Posters blue, red, md green shone on their walls 
The bitter pricking of their sugared beer 
Kasped on my tongue and gave my nosf the itch 

And in the Jewry where detritus lies, 

You smell the raw, cold reek of fre h taught hsh 
The shpperj flags are strown with orange peel 
Some swollen face would open staring eyes, 

A wrangling arm moved onions to and fro 

Rebecca, from your little tables you 
Were selling sticky sweets, a scanty show . 

The sky seemed pouring, like a filthy sea, 

A tide of vapour into the canals 
Smoke that one does not see, commercial cilin 
Rose fiom th^ husked roofs and rich table cloths, 
And from the houses’ comfort India breathed 

Fain had I been one of those merchant princes. 
Who sailed in olden days from Amsterdam 
To China, handing over their estate 
And home affAirs to trusty mandatories 
Cike Robinson before a notary 
X would hare signed my pompous procuration 

^irtieo honesty had piled from day to day 
My ijches more, and flowered them like a moon 
beam 

tMon my laden ships’ imposing prows. 

Add in my house the nabobs of Bombay 
Would have been tempted by my flo|^d spouse 

4 
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The Mogul would have sent a gold-ringed negro 
To traflic, with a snuhng row of teeth. 

Under his spreading parasol And he 
Would have enchanted with his savage talcs 
My eldest girl, to whom he would have given 
A lobe of rubies cut by cunning slaves 


1 should have had my family portrayed 
By some poor wretch whose paintings lived 
breathed: 

My plump and sumptuous wife with rosy face, 
My sons, whose beauty would have charmed 
toiAn, 

My daughters, with their pure and different 



\nd so to-day, instead ot being myself, 

I should have been another, visiting 
A pompous mansion of old Amstcidam, 
Launching iny soul before the plain devise, 
Under a gable, Here lived hrancis Jammes. 


TRAYLK 7 0 GO TO l^ARADISL WITH 

ASSFS 

O GOP, when You send for me, let it be 
Upon some festal day of dusty roads. 

I wish, as I did ever heic*below 
By any road that pleases me, to go 
To Paradise, where stars shine all day long. 
Taking my stick out on the great highway, 
Tp my dear friends the asses I shall say * 

I amTrai^pis Jammes going to Paradise, 
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For there no hell where the Lord God dwells. 
Come with me, my sweet friends of a/itre ^kies, 
Vou poor, dear beasts who whisk off with youi tars 
Mosquitoes, peevish blows, and burring bees 


Let me appear before Vou with these beasts, 
Whom I so love because they bow ihtir head 
Sweetly, and halting join their little ffet 
So gently that it makes you pity them. 

Let me come followed by their million ears, 

By those that carried paniers on their flanks, 

And those that dragged the cars of acrobats. 

Those that had battered cans upon their backs, 

She asses limping, full Si-, leathei bottles, 

And those too that they brtcch because of blue 
^Vnd oonng wounds round which the stubborn flits 
Gather in swarms God, let me come to You 
With all these asses into Paiadise 
Let angels learl us where your rivers soothe 
Their tufted banks, and cheiries tremble, smooth 
As is the laughing ilesh of tender maids. 

And let me, where Your perfect peace pervades, 

Be like Your asses, bending down above 
The heavenly waters through eternity, 

To mirror their sweet, humble poverty 
In the clear waters of eternal love. 


LOVE, 

Lass, when they talk of love, laugh in their face. 
Tj^y find not love who seek it far and wide, 
Man IS a cold, hard brute. Your ti|uid grace 
Will leave his coarse desires unsatisfied. 
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He only lies. And he will leave you lone 
Upon youi hearth with children to look after, 

Vnd you will feci so old when he reels home, 

To fill the morning houi =. with obscene Uughte?!P 

Do not believe there is any love for the winning* 
but go to the garden where the blue skies pour, 
And watch, at the greenest rose-tree’s dusky 
The silver spider living alone, and spinning. 


WITH FEET AT THE FIRE. 

Wii I! feet at the fire, I am thinking of those bird$ 
Which told Columbus that the land was nigh. 
Water, water, water far as the sky. 

At last a sailor shouted out these words : 

“ Land ’ Land 1 ” The wind sang through the 
ropes- Theciew 

Fell (jn their knees. They saw beyond gainsaying 
The New World’s forests with their monkeys blue* 
And heavy turtles on the sands were laying. 

O when, like a sailor in his gladness crying, 

Shall 1 upon the shore of sunshine leap 
Of her hair scattered on her body lying, 

Like a new island in the midst of sleeps 

THE CRICKET’S SONG. 

) 

Las'I night the cricket sang when all was stilt. 

I cannot tell you what he sang about. 

His singing^made the darkness thicker still. 

The bad Hame of my candle lengthened out. 

m, 
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Well, in the end I had <o go to bed, 

Telling myself with heavy heart that I 
Should ne’er he happier than in days gone by, 
And that this song was I, and nothing else. 

Child, listen to the ciicket’s chirping. Thou 
Hast nothing save this song to comfort ihoc. 

But understand how deep it is, and how 
It fills the heart’s dark valley utterly. 

Man’s pain grows still in the night’s silences. 

Only the baker-cricket thrills thee through. 

Is it a faint coTn}>lainl to God? And is 
The cricl vct’s the one voice God listens to? 

Hark what he sings lie sings oui hard-earned 
Inead, 

And in the bit1« i ashes the ciackod pot. 

The clog asleep. The housekeeper abed. 
Something sad, good, and pure, I know not what. 

lie $ays he is my friend. lie says, besides, 

My farmer wed his biido the other day. 

And that the farm was full of love, the bride’s 
Heart like a blossom-scented cherry-spray. 

* ile says that to the wedding I was fetched, 

And that with solemn slowncs.s this young pair 
$hotved me their room and open bride-bed where 
The youngest sister of the bride was stretched. 

wedding-guests have danced and gone away. 
Tile wife lies wheie her youngest sister lay. 

The joy is simple in the hallowed bed. 

The clock and cricket in the silence ^ed. 
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THE FARMERS DAUGIITI U 

And the Church b^lls rang merrily, for they 
K-ing o cr the farmer’s cHughter’s wedding day, 

I he Church rang o’er the glorious Ajgust maize, 
Kang o er the dry, red thatch in summer’s blaze, 

Over the peace of buns rang out the bells, 

Kang over sheds and shippons, ring o er wells 
That stnrcd ihi. silence with their lusiy clnin, 

Ring o\er corn lofts heiped with golden gram, 

Rang o cr the threshing engine s puffing snort, ^ 
Rang o\er wenches rosy checked and swart 
Running to see the wedding, rang ind throbbed 
With bridal ccbtisies that sing incl sobbed, 

And ring ibovc the Icepy oxen who 
Mopped pu/zled, lilting iheir pile horns iin o 
Those heirts of the bed ;e tiic ro es of Rengal 
And tumbleis swelled their backs upon the wall, 

And, diipcied is water is, with their 
Spurred, rosy feet cut through the azure an ^ 

And the firmer s daughter, like an opening Apw^t^ 
Stood on the step and wait< d for the hour, 

Swiymg atnong the cackling hens and coeks. 

And the bells lang and ring You heard the 
Of all the peals ringing along the hills. ^ 

And wUh the wedding guests the garden fills 
And now they form, and in procession low 
After the pallid bride the niiulens go \ 

A simple music Ihi pioetssion led, 

And the jioct praised God m his heart, and said 5 
Thus to the Promised Land of old departed 
Rebecca proud and brave and tender heartea- 
Tiines have not changed if you the i ather love, 

I tihaps ttes IS the well you l>enl al>o\e, 


1 
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O Kachel, when yon freed yonr heavy hair 
Uport your hands, and Jacob watched you thert, 

P rom the palm s shadow, all your hair unrolled. 
And your him checks like burnibhcd fruits of };okL 


DO NOT CONSOLE ME. 

Do not console me I should not have heard 
If dreams, which were the only wealth I wisl, 
Leave my dark threshold whereon squats the niiit, 

I shall be ready, and shall spCtxk no word. 

But some day, very simply (do not cheer me), 

I shall stretch myself under thf azure sky 

They will tell the children not to come too near me, 

And, sadness havim^ left me, I shall die. 


GUSTAVE KAHN. 

1859-“- 

I DRFAMLD 01 A CRUEL L \D. 

I BREAMED of a crucl lad 
torturing a little bird he had, 
to feel Its flanks palpitate 

I dreamed of a world like a mother’s breast 
with shades of siesta and slow wings fluttering test, 
and alleys of white dreams. 

breamed as of a sister, chaste, serene, 
with the only lips of sweetness that have been, 
aister and wife she seems. 
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THE PILGRIM FROM THE EAST. 

I r is a pilgrim coming from the East. 

There had he been to seek a balmy flower 
which planted, in ihe gardens of Engaddi 
designed according to the loveliness 
of Abishag and of the robes her dower, 
Solomon, old Magician with smoked hands 
by an eternal prayer to beauty sent. 


He journeyed with his staff and corkle-shcll, 
he slept by sounding waters of cool streams 
which under rosy laurels on white pebbles 
feign arabesques of silver dragon flies. 

Then, since the mosques from janissaries suffered, 
who guarded them with scimitar in hand, 
he came in melancholy home again. 


He reared his staft against the chimney-stone, 
the staff of the long journey, 
and watched towards him kindle 
the gentle eyes he loved. 

And then his staff became a scented stem i' 

flowered with the great white lily he had found 


Good pilgrim home from the East, 

here in Iny home is happiness, 

and not along the roads with ambush deaf, 

And the world is a masquerade, 

beside the sweet and delicate face 

that by thv hearth-stone smiles. 
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MY OWN, 

Hy own is beautiful as floated perfume is— 

The other day she seemed an opening flower—- 
'My own is beautiful as Angels* flesh in springtime— 

' The other evening all the sun was on my heart— 

I 

j- ' • 

' Save from my own*s lips there is no caress— 

The spirit’s parks are decked below her lips— 

.Tn clamour she is the Temple and in the crowd the 
verge— 

The welcoming of my own, the happy season. 

The other morning in her sadness was the night of 
winter— 

the voice of my own, the faery of sounds— 

; For all my life she is an opening flower— 
my own is beautiful as resurrection is. 


HOMAGE. 

Thy arms with bracelets I will deck, 
and with a string of pearls thy neck, 
and with my lips thy lips. 

My fever-floods shall bear thy passion-ships, 
and I will bid thy courage flare, 
with all my soul on flame, 

and I will crown thy hair 
with acclamations I will tear 
from poets put to shame. 




Gustave kAim, 

i I 

And then thy pardon I will abk 
for having done so ill my task 
of singing thy perfumed grace, 
and queenly beauty of thy face. 


THE THREE GIRLS ON THE SEA-SHORE#! 


The three girls on the sea-shore 
have seen the Virgin mother passing 
along the grave colonnades— 
ah ! whence came you Virgin mother 

I was sitting at the prow 
sailing through the storms of waters 
steering towards the colonnade 
whence your eyes look on the sea 

Ah ! Virgin mother you arc alone , 
your white robe is like a winding-sheet 
you have walked on the waters 
to come to the colonnade 
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I have drowned pilot and skipper 
I have drowned the ship and the sailors 
because upon the storms upon the waters, 
they would not believe in ray mercy 

Ah I Virgin mother our dear smiles 
would draw the cord tight round their ;|Si 
even to the very cries for mercy ' 

which they would have sent to the sky that 

starred by your passage unto our colonpj^^^^ 
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Ah ! others my merciful mauU 

hav< believed who bleep under the waUn 

T have drowned pilot and skipper 

and ail alone 1 shall haunt the short colonnade 

my while robt i like a winding shctt 

Ah ’ let not your ^miles die alone. 

led\c me all nlone under the colonnade. 


WHEN THE KING CAME TO IIIS TOWEU. 
♦ 

When the King came to his towci 

the fair one came to him and said—O King 


Neither the wives of thy viziers beneath thy gaze like 
opening buds 

nor the far exiled women weeping their barbarian woods 
betray the unknown men who turn by turn untie my arms 


To suHcr far from thee is hard to the soul m flower, 
the soul V ith calling out in vain is languishing; 
this Qiisket of sweets of thine, my body, take it for thyself; 
ble^s with thy hands the forehead I incline 

The King made answer from the tower: 


This dream of thy coming to reach thy short lips m carets 
the souls of my being were waiting for it in festal dress; 
thy Ups and for thy dreams escorted hither in state 4 
the carpets and the lamps are lighted and Ihie 
^ws await. 

^hy wouldst thou tarry in lost laughs, where didst thou 
^ sleep ? 
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Gustave Kahn. 


When the King slept upon the tower, the fair sad lady 
fchivered 

If thou didst know not it is errantly ^nd truce 
love’s moment swift that oothes the slincj to sleep 
I know that it must be unique and as in diram 
as towards the shadows paled of death I dull 


\OU MASKS OF THL MASt^UEKADE. 

You masks of the masquerade, 
pass, you aie not she, 
for whom my being staggers drunkenly, 
pass without me your parade. 

\ou barques to Ophir oi to Thule tossing, 
pass, you do not cany in your keel 
her to whose lips my he irt its being seals, 
pass without me your crossing 

\ou songs of festivals fiom btlfues timing 
tarry, if the one sung in your chiming 
IS she who shall be ever loved of me 
and cradle me my Destiny. 


HIE DYIIsG LOVER 

SkD long as the child preferred to me such and such 
player of the flute or singer to the zither^ 
little 1 cared 

tbdt she U)\ed such and such a player of the flute or 
scrateber of the nther. 



Jui.Es Laforgue. 

By the cross roads I have fallen struck, struck by the 
thrust of a swoid 

Whose? player of flute or scratcher of zither? 

IJow long the night I'f to be so dow in dying 


JULES LAFORGUE* 

1860-1887* 

niE SONG OF A LITTLE BOY WITH A 
ilVLERTKOPHIED HEART. 


My mammy, says the Doctor, 

I>i(,d because something shocked her, 
Tra la la la ’ 

My poor mamma 
He says I too shall go 
To sleep with her below, 

And when my heart beats so, 

It’s mammy calling ’ 


When I go out, they all 
Say; Why he’s going to fall 
Poor luilc chappy, 
lie’s chunk and happy * 
1 or eveiy step I take 
£ stagger, choke, and ache, 

My heart is all a shake, 

It’s mammy calling ! 


6t 
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Jules Laforgue. 


I go out of the town 
To see th#* sun sink down, 

I shouldn’t do it, 

But I don’t rue it 
1 he, sun s a heart, 1 say, 

Bleeding its blood aw-iy ' 

My heart beats night ind dn>, 

It’s ni immy calling ^ 

If little Eleanore 
Would take my h-^arl befw 
It bursts inside me ’ 

She em’t abide me, 

I^or I’m i hopt-lcss case. 

And she’s a rosy face, 

My heart goes such a pace, 

It’s mammy calling ’ 

No, the> all make me smart, 

Except the sunset’s heart, 

Tra la la la, 

And my mamma 
O how I wish to go 
To sleep with her below ^ 

My heart is beating so, 

Mammy, ain’t it you a calling? 


FOR TIIF BOOK OI LOVE. 


I be dead to morrow, uncaressed 

y bps have never touched a woman’s, none 
las given me in a look her soul, not one 
las ever held me swooning at her breast 
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JULKS L\F0RGUE. 

* I have but suffered, for all natuie, Iree^ 

Whipped by the winds, win flowers, the ashen sky, 
3uflcred With all my nerves, minutely, I 
Have su fit red for my soul s impurities 

4£lfld I have spat on love, and, mad with pride, 
Slaughtered my flesh, and lifeS revenge I brave, 

And, while the whole world else was Instinct’s slave, 
With bitter laughter Instinct I defied 


In drawing-rooms, the theatre, the church, 

Befoie cold men, the greatest, most refined, 

And women with eyes jealous, proud, or kind, 
Whose tender souls no lust would seem to smirch, 

I thought This IS tke end for which they work. 

Beasts coupling with the groaning beasts they capture 
Apd all this dll t for just three minutes’ rapture ! 

Men, be correct ' And women, purr and smirk * 


THK UIRGF OF THE rOET’S FETUS 

♦ 

I Blase do T say ' I lave done 1 
Forward, and tear these roots that glue like night, 
Through mamma, love of albumen, to the light, 
To the rich gracious stamen of the bright 
Kising sun ^ 

Everyone has his turn, and now I am r<pe 
irradiate from Limbos my inedited t^pe ^ 



6j. Jules Laforgue. 

On! IJreak the bai ’ 

Saved from these steppes of imicus, swimming bold 
To suck the sun, and, drunk with milk of gold, 
Slavering at breasts of clouds thiongh heavens rolled^ 
And travelling far ’ 


On the other side, I shall be a soul tint dotes 
On the freshness blown by the wind through petticoats 1 


On, on ' and sleep 

On the curdled milk of the good clouds tint sweep 
In Ood’s blue handy where Ills eyes iii myriads shindy 
To be shipwrecked on the land of virile wine ! 

Now heart be stout, 

Now, now, T am getting out . , , 


— And I shall communicate, with my forehead towards 
the Last, 

Under species of kisses that know of it not in the least! 


Forwards 1 Be free ’ 

blnke, knell of nights! Inker, stiong sun of ^ 
Heaven, 

Farewell, ye aquarium Woods, which, hatchinc me* 
Into my chrysalis have put this Iraven ! ^ 

Am I cold ? Then forward I Ah ’ 

Mamma. ... 


— You, madam, as long as you ]iossibIy can do)Si«ck;le 
This poor little teriible pabe that knows such a mucklt. 



Jean Lahor. 



JEAN LAHOR, 

iS^o-igop. 

snuDurus oi i<lowir«: 

• 

In summer eves the flowers ha\e 1 inguors of 
Women, and suffer as do suuls with love ; 

Imploring hymens they shall die of soon, 

They dream and tremble underneath the moon , 

Yea, flowers have lool«« like women’s great moist eyes, 
They are as full of love and coy surprise 
And loses, while as the iniinaculale globes 
That peep from under dark hilf opened robes, 

Koses amid the darkness green, while sings 
The nightingale Iier moon imagimrigs * 

And dies with passion for their bodies pale, 

Koses forth bursting from their odorous veil, 

Taken with sudden folly, bow their white 
Breasts to the stars that kiss them all the night. 

ALWAYS. 

All is a lie; love and mmd not; 

Dream while desires are sobbing, 

Offer to wounds thou canst bind not 
Thy heart that stays not its throbbing. 

^wift burns love to the ember 

Clive all thy heart to thy dreaming, 

Desuing, and loving; remember, 

Life 1 $ vam and a seeming. 
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Be proud with i pride beyond taming; 

If sadness thou h*\ve, do not shovi il; 

Love, like a king, purples flaming, 

And, being not God, be a poet 

Love life’s weariness leavens, 

Naught beside it is real, 

Life IS the flash in black heavens , 

We ste but in ditarns the idexl 

Passion alone the abysses 

Lights, while wf grope up the nfttd 
Slope'' our spirit il kisses, 

T re into the deeps we are drifted 

Let the light that is wrapped m thee flire thrfn: 

Torches are warm from their burning; 
Remember the coflin v^here men 
All must to dust bt returning 

The hole still beside us is gaping 

Ere Its di^uiness steams up and takes thee, 
Let flame he ihy spirit’s draping, 

And with love, dream, and longing slake thee 


A SPRING MORNING 

The crimson morning dajjzled me mine eyes, 
This, and the swarmmg sun gold on the sea. 
The sea that made me languish with its siyhs 
As of a woman rolling under me 
And the waves glittered even as tender ejes; 
And swarms of white birds uttered joyous cnes^ 
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Wheeled, and plunged madly <lown, their plumes to 
soak 

In waves tliat laughed with long foam as they broke* 
The face of all things quivered with a smile; 

It was a landscape ^asl of earth and sky; 

And near iqion the azure sea an isle, 

Still swathed ui mist, ^'lept peactfully the while, 

A flowei in a vase of lapi> lazuli. 

And, lilies huge upon the heavens piled, 

Beyond the cities and the azure plains, 

Stretched in the distance giant mountain chains, 
Whose summits, 01^ a sky as satin mild. 

Mingled then virgin whiteness with the hour’s; 

And peach-liec s pricked the blue with rosy dowers. 
Enchanted by the beauty of the scene, 

J walked beyond tin town, when lo^ a child, 

Filthy and thin, with holes whei eyes had been. 
With scanty rags his chilblained body clad. 

Stretched out Ins hand, and i.aised his face half-mad. 
Ilis mother ill, and father he had none, 

Never bis piin was soolhotl l>y a caress, 

The sun alone kissed his foul ugliness, 

And pnssers-by were haul to no man’s son. 

Then I began to muse on Heaven’s wajs, 

On Evil’s vulture always eating at 
The entrails of the universe, and that 
Background of sorrow mute which not betrays 
By tears its jiresence, beings who are bred 
By chance, of children for their forbears’ sins 
Vanished, of Life’s iniquities, snares, gins, 
llo^rs and chastisements unmerited, 

Anjfftear this child with empty orbits, I 
C'l’mld gaze no more upon the glorious sky 
Above earth’s blossoming garden, fearing lest 
God in His justice meant them for a jest. 



Pierre Lx^vre. 



PIERRE LI^VRE. 

1 K>i2- . 


A <.;ATJIhRlN(. Ul (.\JJ.ANTS 

Whi^re oranc^t; 1 inlerns lifijlit the j^ravtl walk* 

And rust the leaves of chestnut titt t, belated 
Dmers in groups familiar congrcgittd 
Are mildly entertained b> pohsiitd tjlk. 

Around blue ponds whicli falling rhcMnuls Mrow, 
jewels and feathers scintillit^' and flit; 

Sometimcb a led point (luough iht night will glow, 
When (igarcttes aic lit; 

And while the smoke of blonde tobacco curves, 

And blends its scent with that of flowers that 
wither, , 

Vou hear a gipsy music wafting hither 
Its sweet narcotic to caress the nerves. 

WITEKDLING. 

When to my powdered breasts I bent his brow, 

JIow bis voice trembled desjicrateJy * Surprise 
Melted the hardness of his wicked eyes, 

Ills heart w\as yielded now, 

yp to tny nairow smile his keen bps scethec?Jj 
Unclci my flowered hat’s brim he flushed anVJ paleil, 
My corsage, opened half, its scents exhaled, 

Which he with panting breathed. 



PlERKE LliVRE. 



Then fehppinf; from Ins hands his whilf" he 

Bared to my Iviis Ins If'tlh, with firm caicss 
And whcedhnfi arm> I hf Id him motionless, 
And Slid (jivt thcnii to mt. 


SENSUALITY. 

■ 

Mv finj;crs scjnci/c your fat, bent nccU, ind vvli Ic 
Your rlnc^non yields and of it^-clf falls down, 

Vovn capsi/ed tye-balls in your rapture drown, 

\ oui bps half open smile 

A bair-pm falb upon youi shoukbr now, 

And sounds thin on the door; y mt arms that beat 
The lUI witli stuntdh exliaustcd, londling meet 
With nabed wrists my 1 »ow. 

And ir the low room whci< your mirrow pale*- 
The iinydiniLs repeated round globed lamp, 

Like a thick vapour m the air’s warm damp 
Your perfume floats, and stales. 


HEAT. 

As tired women languorously undress, 

bummer divests her, breathing roses’ scent; 

The mirror m her closfd chamber bent 
Palely reflects her easeful idleness. 

Op^^l^ngle beam through lowered blinds caresses 
^ Vnd gilds her chignon like a cake baked brown, 
Her fragrant bosom that the sweat runs down 
Out of hei crumpled linen softly prases. 



Pierre Lievre. 

( 

And while unto her feet her garments fall, 

With brow bent backwaids by her unbound tresses 
The summer shuts her eyes, weighs and caresses 
One of her breasts with hand mechanical. 


PASSION’S BRUTALITY. 

I 

Some Lamia of the night my ]>assion holds, 

Instead of you whose furtive eyes I met 
Flashed through your veil, O you whoso silhouette 
I gazed on, moulding noble raiment folds. 

Voui firm-knit figure with its guessed face swims 
Into my longing, and I dicam your charms 
Crushed in the hollow of my empty arms, 

Your ample bosom and yom fieshy limbs. 

Your ghost to-morrow fiom my bed will flee, 

But all one long night-lidc you will have been 
The mistress yielded to my passion keen, 

Woman whose veiled eyes have not smiled on me, 
And who, perhaps, are chaste. 

ORIENTALISM. 

SnEUteRA/ADE, enchantress, love-adept, 

Bring back to me the passion exquisite 
Of queens who, while they pomegranates bit* 
Emasculated those who slept with them. 

IIow I desire the wheedling arms of her *\i,^ 

Who would with madness have my love enjoyed* 

I who have only found in pleasures cloyed 
Accomplice^ whom gold alone can stir. 
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* 1 am sick and tucd, al last, of viccS laSr, 

Where tny sad youth has suffered all disticss* 

1 know too well the flaunting sharnelessnc^b 
Of women gathered where shop windows flare. 

Girls from whose pendant breasts the sap is gone, 
I'hey sicken me, and they \vlic>se d>ed hair falls, 
And they whose red mouth like sign board calls, 
And those too thil you ha\e with corset on. 

If sometimes from those joys I hase not fled, 

Tf ever I have sniffed the reek of lubt, 

Now from my heirt falls down on it disgust, 

Ab an old pillow lalls down from a bed. 

Stifling I long for distant palace , 

And for a maid ingenuously youi ^,9 
Whiise savoioiis kiss should melt upon my tongue, 
Like sorbt* drunk from erysl \I chalices 

hhe would h ive Ihm knees, and her budding breast 
Would hold me till I lost the sting of grief; 

Or ohe would cool, with waft of handkerchief 
^Broidered with two gazelles, my languorous rest. 

Her fragrant veils, O cool and dcbcate Uces, 

Would slowly wave. Her fertile tenderness 
Would every day invent some new caress, 

Where fountains play m lonely garden places. 

But, aji^morseless, shameless despot, I, 

Otyj^ken carpets sitting free from care, 

Would follow in my heart a vision fair, 

Or ponder, listening to the tales of my 
Sultana with blue hair. 
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STJfPUANE MaLLARME. 


FRANKNESS 

I TFLL you true, it is not you I love, 

It IS not you for whom my spirit pines 
If in my eyes my dream arising shines, 

As does above a pallid pool the moon, 

And seems in rapture exquisite to swoon, 

O do not think that such a brief delight 
C an be the bloom matured in this one night, 
It IS not you, it is not >ou I love, 

I tell you true. 

And >et this only night be kind to mt 
I am so tired . Caiess me tenderly, 

And let me dream another love than you 
Your care is sweet, my heart is saJ and riven 
bain would it give what unto it is given, 

I tell you true. 


STEPHANE MALLARME, 

1842-98, 


THE WINDOWS. 

Tirbd of the fetid smell that climbs and stj^s 
In the banal whiteness of the curtains, tow^d 
The empty wall’s great sickened crucifix 
The sullen moribund m the sad ward 
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St^THAI^R MAltiRME. 

♦ 

his old spine, ind, less to sec the stone's 
Sun lit than to be warm as can decay, 

Glues his white htflets and his thin thcch bones 
Upon the panes tanned by a losing ray 

His fevered mouth as gictdy of azure is 
As when it went to breathe, in dijs ol old, 

A vfrgin skin, and with a bitter kiss, 

Long clinging, soils the lukti^arm squire* of gold 

Diunken he hve&, forgetting straintd herbs, 

Cough, clock, the holy oils, tlu bed he dies on, 
And when the evening bleeds upon the curbs, 
ills eye, where gorged with light is the horizon, 

Sees golden galleons on a purpU stuini 

I*trfum<d, IS fur is twans are swim in trance, 
Cradling thtir lines that with rich lightnings git im 
In a great sloth steeped in remembrance • 

So, taken with disgust at hard souled men, 

Whos^ only appetites root in the dung 
Of happiness, and, stubborn in the fen, 

Offer it her who suckles them their young, 

I flee, and, glued to every window, muse, 

Turning to life shoulder loathing it, 

And m their glas’* washed by eternal dews, 

Gilt by the chaste morn of the Infinite, 

Kefleo^ am an Angel ’ and I die, 

And love, m panes of Art with mystery gloomed, 
To be re born, dream crowned, in the earlier sk>, 
Where Beauty first burst fioin Us bud and bloomed 



StepIiane Maliahme. 

But litre Below is. Lord and King, alas’ 
Disgusting me tven when I bieathe my Kosc, 
And the viie vomit of the human ass 

Makes me befoic the a^ure hold my nose. 


Is there \ meins, I with the Bitter hedged. 

To smash the glass the brute deiilc , ind flee 
Into the a/urc with my wings unRedgtd 
—At the risk of falling through 1 ternity^ 


tll KODIAS 

\ ES, it IS foi me, for me I bloom, deserted 

(wardens of amethyst, >ou kn >w il, deep 
In (unmng chasms da^/led under the sUep, 
Golds guarding light that once m Eden shone 
Under a soil no man hns trodden on. 

Ye stones whence the pure jewels of mine eyes 
Borrow their limpid and melodious dyes, 

And metals ye, that in my tresses young 
Their fatal splendour and massive lure have 
But thou, O woman nurtured m the malice 
Of centuries old for caverns sybilhne, 

Who speakesl ol a man, saying from the chalice 
Of these sky scented rapturous robes of mine 
Should dart the while shudder of my nakc^ess, 
Foretell, that if the summer^ blue caress, 

For which a woman all her veils unfolds, 

My shivering modesty of a star beholds, 

I die ’ 



Sl^PWANE MaILARME. 


I love my gruesome maidenhood, and will 
Live m tho terror that my locks distil, 

So that, a reptile violated not, 

My useless fltsh may feel, when nights are hot 
Tht cold glitter of the pale clearr esj> of thee, 
Thou who art dying, burning with chastity, 
White night of icicles and cruel sn )W ^ 

And thy lone sister, sislci of niire also, 

Who diest not to thee my drtani will mount 
Iruly, so rare is nij heiit ^ hint id fount 
Already, that I deem myself alonr 
In my monotonous land where all is grown 
Idolatrous of a glass in whose calm sheen 
The diamond ^'yes of llerodias arc seen • 

O ulInnate chauii, I fed, done I m 

fh Nut e 

U mistrc , dit i thon i 
IJtfoii zs 

No, poor grandam 

Be calm, forgive this hard heart, and begone. 
But ere thou guest close the shutters on 
This seraph a/ure smiling through the pane. 
For I abhor the blue without a stain * 

C) there are cradled wives, and if thou hast 
Heard of §. dark land where skies overcast 
IjOok with the h lie of Venus burning in 
The j^age at eve, tlicre vmH 1 go 

Lift once again, though it is childish, I Inow, 
These waxen torches whose hre wan and thin 
Weeps strange tears in the flaunting gold, and 



Camille Mauclair. 


The Ahtr\(. 


Now 


I'ivi odia i. 

farewell. 

M> naked lips, your bloj^om lies. 

} or radiance never known awaits my brow, 
But, ijrnorant of the mystery and your cues. 
You heave the supremo and the bruised si^h 
Ot childhood fcelinf; in its dreamy heart 
Its linked and icy lewds snap and part. 


CAMILLE MAUCLAIR* 
1872-- . 

bRKSENCl S. 


1 HAVE seen womtn weave 

Their delicate way lhroui;h the i;loannn|j, 
1 have seen their wraiths go roaming 
In the dim and deepening eve. 

Their voices in desolate eves 
Died long ngo in the dooiways. 

Then memories sleep in the porc^pies 
Faded along with the leaves. 

Asa poor man for a bed 

Ills leaves of gold wdl heap, 

Soul! lay them under thy head, 

Thy memoriet»> and sleep. 



Stuart Mrrrji-l. 

Ami ta,ke them utito thy lireast, 

Warmly under tiiem rest. 

So tl7at their peifumes that slain 
Thy hand in thy heart may remain. 

A MINUTK. 

’ Opkn tile door, iny c]iiu;hter, hark ’ 

Someone is knocking; ni the dark/ 

— I cannot go to <‘ee what stranger knocks. 
Before the minor I do dres*^ my locks. 

Open the door, my daughter fair, 

Til ere is someone >sho is fanning there ! 

— I cannot open now, my lianda 

Are through my coiset tlneading ailk ribands 

O my daughter, open the dooi ! 

L am old, I ran rise no more . . . 

-- Father, 1 cannot go nnd look, 

I am busy with my button-hook. 

Pci haps a dead man there is lying, 

The Wind behind the dooi is crying 1 

Had he been handsome, I had fell the call 
My bieasls have quivered not at alb 


-STUART MERRILL. 
1868-—, 

The eternal dialogue. 

THE HESH. 

The dying sun-god weeps the sated noons. 



Stuart Merrill. 

THE SOHT 

The star of jlnmbei in the heavens bwoons 

llllv T LE^H. 

The hlic\ languor withers comfortles 

Memory lifts from its grave dead tenderness 

PHF soui 

The flowers are breithing censer scents () flight 

Up through the blue towards the pi met white ! 

1 HE 11 FSH 

Petalof roses shaken in the shower 
Under the winds flj to the vast hon/on 
The kiss of half closed lips alrt \dy lies on 

Soft budded breasts that buist in dar/linr* flower. 

niL soul 

Doves’ feathers white and blue are eddying rolled 
Under pale seraphim that pensi\e pace. 

Among the tombs pray virgins, and enlace 

Fine fingers on their missals bound with gold, 

V 

IHF llBSn 

M’enervent les soupirs, 6 Femme que ^ 

Et le long des launcrs sous la brise aavnl 

II me fttut> au sanglot estival de la seve, 

Tordre ton torse nu sous mon serment viril. 
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Car le vcou tin viol nv^^nime le«; vcines, 

Et du fond dc& mai^sirs les sirtncs Ju m-il * 

]Mt leurrtiit de* leurs voi\ vers les voluptts * 

O bouche * o croupe ' ) llanc de Pamour animal 1 

iiTL soul 

The angelu? proclanim the dying dusk. 

The valley to the moon steams incense smoke; 
Night folds the plains and mountains in one cloak; 

Soul, It IS time to strip the body\ husk 

From the mountains* mystery to the ocean’s ache, 
The wind goes beating the pale gold of eve 
O dream ^ that 1 could fly to daw ns where heave 

ObliMon’s billows fiinting as the> break * 

J HR Ml HE. 

To die ’ Ah not when sap in all the trees iSj 
\nd rises, as the blood is shot to breasts * 

The pipe* of desire Uujgh in the live forest*?. 

Hail ' rosy 1 ros, King of whistling breezes ’ 

iuir sour. 

Men’s mother is not Love, but Death, Soon sinks 
The sun, and like a wan torch dies • alone, 
Lordin^he days that are and days far flown, 

At the tomb’s portals prowling stalks the sphinx, 

IHF bLESK 

The sky IS grey with snow or dark with swallows, 

A lover’s kiss eternally kiss follows ' 
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STUAiiT Merrill. 


THK sot;i. 

Aftci the l^etL of lovo the wiudinj'^"«iheet, 

And kjss ol iiiouinin[; on the waxen feet. 

THE URSH. 

1 shall be boin again, in ruining roses ! 

THE SOUL. 

O death that daj^s and nights and all life closes 1 


WHEN MARJORAM DIES. 

When marjoram dies, in winds that blow, 
And youi wheel begins its humming, 

I feel that my dreams aie coming 
Of the ladies of long ago." 

Your fingers fly faster and faster, 

The close-reeled spindles thinning ; 
Sister, what are you spinning, 

While you sing of joy and disaster? 

Is it shrouds for your love-dreams dead, 
Dead when they saw all the flowers 
That scented the fugitive hoursi 
Die on the garden bed ? 

When I speak of these your sorrows, 

Your pale hand opens and closes. 

Your hand that blessed the roses 
In our love-days without to*morrows. 



Stuart Mkrrill. 8i 

The leaves of the hirch and the hrne 
Aie on the water falhnjj. 

The autumn wind is bawling. 

And the valUy is liostcd with rune. 


Undo—It IS tiincT—your tresses 
Kairer than the hemp you spijti : 
The shadow on our fingers thm 
Our murmured vows now jblesse^^. 


Come tq me» dreaming as 1 am 
Of those old castled ladu s, 

("ome when thy light wheel stayed is, 
O my sister of the marjoram. 


ROYALTY. 

I AM that king of olden times 
Whose city sleeps under the sea. 

With its iron bells that heavily 
Through too many springs rang their chimes, 

I seem to know the names of queens 
Dead long, long ago in their bowers, 

O jtiy soul! and faded floweis 
Seem to be falling fioni nights serene. 

The vessels that my treasure hold 

foundered I know not where nor when, 
And I am the madman since then 
Who seeks under water his goldi 
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I long for my olden glory, 

And for all my servile hordes 
To roar my victory towards 
The stais, and wave my pennons gory. 


With the moon shining into my e>es, 
Calm, and with falchion drawn, 

I wait for the morning to dawn 
And trace wiy sign in lh6 skies. 


While in my heait yet warm 
The hope of conquest rages, 
flave I heard, I the victor ol ages, 

Trumpets that sound through the storm ? 

Where arc the bells that heavily 
Through too many springs rang their chimes? 
1 am that King of olden limes 
Whose city sleeps under the sea. 


LOHENGRIN. 

WHiLtt heralds are unfolding, hot with haste, 
The Emperor's banners crimsonir/^ the day, 
The nobles throng in sumptuous ayay, 

And billow round the lists the sun la> s waste. 

Lone at the rivei’s brim the wan and chaste 
Elsa weeps tears that for the wonder pray, 

But golden trumpets to the welkin bray, 

And noisy knights surge round het brazen-faced* 
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Of a <5ucldcn silence, and terror in all eyes, 

For, like a dream come forth from seas and skies, 
Lo, to the ti,ingles wafted by a gale, 

With swan now swimming after soaring flight, 
l.«ooms, underneath his helmet’s broken light, 

The earnest hero of the Holy Grad. 


KIN(iS. ' 

Rings of high heroes casquCd for combat, rings 
Whose rubies like Hell’s blood and brimstone g) irc, 
When, like a Sabbath of lewd witches, blare 

The trumpets under standards’ Op«n wings * 

I* 

Kings of old, white-haired men where candles rise, 
Red cardinals who the pomp do consecrate 
With lilted arms rigid Milh papal state, 

And with the blue disdain m virgins’ eyes* 1 

Rings of gold cjueens in samite black arrayed, 

Whose pearled fingers star their rrtissaK print, 
While moonbeam^ through the stained-glass oriel 
glint, 

And in the ^astle’s organ thunders fade ! 


THF Maiden at the fountain. 

Lovs’s daughters bend above the silent source, 
Where mystic nenufais that hide their stem 
Make hands and Ups desire to gather ^lem. 
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Here, panting, all have halted in their course 
Around the water that reflects their eyes 
Azured with gazing at the flowers and skies 

Joy holds them rapt The maddest of these girls, 
Holds up her breasts » she scarcely hears her breath 
HibS, through the lips her tongue half openeth. 

In the lascivious Wind her golden curls 
Wave from hei? shoulders to her knees that l>end 
Above the fountain s marge where cddiC', end 

Hei sisters soon, the brown, the blonde, the red. 
Go, fearful of the pool where they are glassed 
Alone, this one remains as though held fast 

A 

II) th0 mystery of ifio source* Her hands seem 
dead, 

1 fer hands are slirless as a lily's stem, 

The light weight of her breasts so wearies them. 

The shadow lengthens as the hours si me. 

The bell of evening tolls, the violins 
Down in the >alley tell the danct begins* 

She only tames at the water's bnn , 

Her gradual voire arises in the rimi? 

Of the loved maiden lost at harvest^me, 

Then hushes, grave. And when, where 
browse, 

r ease tinkling bells, in the dusk forest cover, 
rUe wag mad maiden who de-^ires no lover, 



Stuart Merrill. 



Above her imit.c in the water bows, 

And, trembling;, wKic the shady willow dnpb, 
Kisset. in silcnct hei unreal li]>^ 

ro I MIL! VIKIJAIKIN ^ 

VjtRHAbRi'N, nimc likt the loud dish of spcir'i 
Rung to some barlnrous monarch in the ought, 
Verhatren, kntU that burying the light 
Haunts those between whose iingera gush the tears ♦ 

Verhaeren, tocsin i doomed nty hens 

Through flimts, oi trumpets deafening hosts in flight, 
Lightning of gold thit makes the mirshland bright^ 

O name whose sudden noises fill our eais ' 

Terror >ou ronjuie up, * nd tlie deith raitle, 

^fan with his Dc,tiny in raging battle, 

And tongues ol fire that to the heavens dait 

lF*rom burning forests, >et we hear, sometimes, 

Like a bell calling from the gloaming’s heart, 

%Ove in you dreaming out his tender runes ’ 


THL WHITL PEACOCK 

white pta^ek in the blue night crying 
Feds that breeze pale cherry blo^oms spills 
tTpon his tay^ and, dolorously j^ighing, 

fountains’ water that the midnight chills, 

Where m the park the glades with miat are veiled, 
{ts many-coloured marble basins fills; 
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From distant city alleys is exhaled 
To breathe upon our brow this amorous breeze, 
With hint of lips uncertain, passion-paled ; 

And the rich perfume of round orange-trees, 

Which in their jars of terra-cotta deck 
And edge the perron's balusters; and these 

■ 

Whisperings that wind-calm silence comes to check, 
Shiverings of leaves, and dreams of birds, or cries 
Of nymphs who feel a Faun's breath on their neck; 

Or, as a wordless melody will rise 

Upon her lips who spins the threaded wheel, 

A song that to the reeds the forest sighs,— 

All tells me now that where white flowers reveal 
The black sward’s softness over-starring it. 

The Princess wdth the mad hands soon will steal, 


And I shall see hei like a phantom flit, 

And sit down at the ancient statue’s base 
Which figures Love and Hope, and, in a fit 


Of passion, like a prostitute, her lace, 

And gold brocade, and broidered jewels tear 
From on her raiment, till, with jealoifc face, 

Naked skrising in lier ^Jsset hair, 

SlSsi tramples on her trail, and, pale wiiA spite, 
3^ows all her finery to the peacock there, 


«'To the 


white peacock in the anite night! 
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SEVEN PRINCESSES, 

Abound a fountain titlinj; seven princesses, 

Sadly then hand upon their chin they leant; 
Atfid, while they sang of love, into their tresses 
The wavering breeze was blowing jabmine scent. 


And one of them would bile the heart df roses. 
Another would the flesh of lilies hold : 

They knew where secret sense of\hings uncloses, 
And in their voices wept fair days of old. 

The landscape was a dream : by fountains pcailing 
White palaces indented azure skies. 

They heard afar off on the shore unlurling 
The ocean, with a deepy noise of sighs. 


Peacocks on maible balustrades wcie spreading 
Their emeraul fans, the sun had climbed noon’s steep. 
Round was the shadow eveiy tree was shedding. 

They felt Iheir hands were heavy as in sleep. 


Around a fountain sitting seven prmcesse'J. 

Their sweet names faded long since fiom my mind. 
Were they not Blanche, Laura with auburn tresoes, 
Ahx, Malone, Gertrude, and Rosalind? 

The sev jffh, she had no name. She was the nosegay's 
Most radiant flower. And I remember well 
She was the goddess of my heart in those da) s, 

With her great eyes green as a mirabeUe* 
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Upon her face was shadow of blacV laurels. 

Some dream of grief was in her: you might note 
Her breasts of a wise virgin, tipped with corals, 
Lifting with sighs her slender silver throat. 


I, 


V, * 

I -ft, 

I *' 




I know not if I kissed her mouth, or followed 
Her steps; she was so wedded to her dole. 

And yet the land was like a bed out-hollowed, 

The sky like azure petals that unroll. 

'iNow I forget, O nteniory of a queen, who 
Was ever in tears, O lost beyond recall 

In din of cities, have I ever seen you, 

Sad singer, you who had no name at all? 

Am I not verily a poet stricken 

With a dim dream ? And, following its flight, 

Soothed with an old refrain, while still I sicken. 
Learned from a paichinent scroll some outwatched 
night ? 


Nay, I am certain in my soul's recesses. 

—In a far country sweet with jasmine scent, 
Around a fountain sitting seven princesses, 
Sadly their hand upon their chin they leant. 


THE FLOWER OF THE nE\j<.T. 

Others may roses sing, 

^ I'lie flower of the heart is distress. 
O ! Life i.s a dreary thing, 

When she you love is merciless. 



Jean Morlas. 

I.ove IS dead Shc'U tell you \^hY, 
Who is Hui^hing in sh imelc;i‘'nc-ss 
l\M)r lover, go ihy way, head high, 
And never come back in a false chess 

1 heie are olhei women, the> sweai, 
There is other lovtliness* 

But this lover loved bis fair 
And the flower of the hsaii i> distress 


JEAN MORE AS 

1856-1910, 

THE KUbblAN 

In' the splendid casket of its scarlet lining 
His two and thirty teeth’s enamel is shining 
His hair, which once an Abbess loved with sin, 
Curled into ringlets in most cunning wise, 

Falls—fciirylike carbuncles —to his eyes, 

Whose curving brows seem dyed with curcumin. 


Upon his i'aunch lestmg his black gloved fingers, 
With erased cap and trailing sword he lingers 
U^der rngh balconies where ladies lean 
Ills doublet is of silk ; ibru^t in bis sash, 

IliUed with silver sheaves his daggers flash, 

With white diamonds ami emeralds green. 
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Jean Moreas. 

And sultry is his alcove with the crushed 
Tetals of flowers left by great ladies, flushed 
With love that cast them panting on his IjccL 
To kiss his eyes as live as stars, their boons 
They bring of jewels, pistols and doubloons, 

And bile lus lips like slaughtcied cattle red. 

Thus, handsome as a god, brave as his dagger, 
Having killed in a duel the ^^arc|lus de Montmagre, 
Ten condottieri, foui nephews of the Pope, 

With calm, high h<iad he marche through the cities, 
And drags at his heels women he never pities, 

Whose hearts upon his flowering beauty dole. 


THE IN\ESTirURE. 

We will walk by the grating of the park, 
When the Gieat Pear is growing dark, 
And, as I wish it, you will wear 
Among the ribbons of your haii 
The flowei called asjihodel. 

Your eyes in mine will be shining. 

When the Great Bear is declining.— 
And mine eyes will have the ravs 
Of the flower called asphodel. ^ 

Your eyes into mine will gaze. 

And all my being shall with such 
A wavering shake as fables tell 
The mythic rock felt at the touch 
Of the flower called asphodel. 
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KEHUKINO JULIKT. 

To guaul you fium disaster, 

T^ovc flags and btandtards flowing, 

I gave you my hair with the sheen of 

The sea v^hen the North Wind is blowing 

■ 

llucklers with mottoes loyal , 

Of love and chanty, 

I gave you my proud eyt^s to guard you 
From your own vulgarity. 

Ooblet of music and balm, 

I gave you lor your'delight. 

My live mouth never calm, 

Ad the rose on the rose tree bright. 

Dames of the Wtiidrobe and ch imbcr, 

To bring you everything, 

I gave you my hands that aic noblei 
Than the ciown on the brow ol a king. 

And l*gave you foi your treasures, 

I gave you heaped on high, 

All my spirit’s treasures, 

pearh cast into a sty. 

VOICES RETURNING. 

Voices returning, cradle us, cradling voices : 

Echoes extenuated of what we love as it passes, 

3eUs of mules turning the mountain passes, 

—Voices returninf^, cradle us, cradling voices. 


9 X 
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Intoxictt ‘ us, you ilso, flasks that prison the yore 
Odoufb m harvests garnered, fleeces shorn from the hours 
Ple&h of amber and musk, mouths of gill} flowt rs, 
-^Intoxicate us, you aUo, flasks that j rison the yore 

In this niiirmng of winter, and of shadous chill, 

In this morning of winter the voice of the lark is still 
—Voices returning, cradle us cradling von es 

The lilies aiL cut in the garden, and every rest, 

And the irises b) llie wafers, waters morose 
—Intoxicate us, you also, flasks th it j)rison the yore 

AH WHO SHOULD MAKE MY HEART 

DLSPOND^ 

Ah uho should make my heait despond, 

My heart untroubled pant and bleed? 

Queen Cleopatra it would need, 

An<’ Melusina, and the blonde 
Aglaura whom the Soldan stark 
Sailed away with in his buk 

Since Susan comes a wooing, 

Let us go where the wood doves are cooing 

My warlike heart no piiy has; 

\)i who should make my heart surrei. dcr ? 
Princess Aurtlxa the lender, ^ 

And Queen Isniene whose cheeks surpA^s 
Upon the snows the tints of rose 
The morning on the mountain throws. 

Since Alice cotnts a wooing, 

Let us go wheie the wood-doves are cooing* 
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ALFRED MORTIER 

1865— 

I ASK \OU, LOVL 

I ASR you, love, to understaild but this. 

For if you knew how I do love you, naught 
Would shock you in my infidelities, 

And you would know the reverence of niy thought 

The^e women aie not in my heart, be sure. 

\nd you unwisely suffer, thinking I 
Prefer a passing drunkenness lo your 
KeflecUve fascination, subtle, shj. 

What if the boily sms? Such luxury haims 
The soul no whit. Despise the luring flower 
D1 carnal Wps. Although I love your arms, 

It IS your soul that holds me in its power. 

Your souU a glas<; where candid pleasures shine, 
Lute toimed by niysteiy\ seraph tenderly, 

Cup of pire water still refreshing me, 

When^ am sickened with corrupted wine. 


Dismiss the common folly of those wives 
Whose mediocre pndc makes them enslave 
Their husbands in their narrow marriage gyves. 
In memory of the maidenhead they gave. 
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O you my strength and weakness, you I hold 
More dear, . . My love your soul and body mixes 
In a miraculous fervour which is hold 
To change the iJostuUte that custom fixes. 

If 1 indeed loved but your loveliness, 

'I hen we might tremble for our union , , , 

More than unstable passion, we possess 
The high, veiidicpl communion. 

That of two souls, moie than a carnal bond, 

For soul alone in heails ferments, sublime 
Folly that builds new beings hr beyond 
Ignoble luxuries the sport of time. 

Now do you understand that my vain lut 
Should leave you calm ? The bonds of flesh are too 
Unstable to be crimes. If I loved but 
Your body, I '■hould not be loving you ’ 


MV FRIEND, MV BROTHER. 

Not as it seems, friend, brother, is rW life, 

For I have coveted ni> neighbour s wft^e, 

His ox, his ass. And you the w'oman know 
Whom I do covet in my soul’s shadow. V 

Sometimes I wish that God would trouble send 
To cross the even tenor of your days. 

I curse myself for this, but, brothei, friend, 
Your generyis heart knows not my evil ways. 
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And you havci often succoured my distress, 

And warded horn iny head ^atc^s hardest hits. 

But, brother, friend, the heart that ought to bless 
(>hafe.s at the burden of your benefits. 

Yet if misfortune came, some day or other, 

My heart, my vicious heart, content at length, 
Would draw, it may be, from its dep.ths the strength 
To make your sorrows mine, my friend, my brother. 

But you were born under a stai tliat bids 
No evil chance or sorrow you betide. 

And, friend and brother, always I shall hide 
My eyes' cold flashing under drooped eye-lids. 


IIM<E(1UIES AMOK. 

Whkn for the first time I beheld her eyes 
Fixing on me their captious, emerald fires, 

1 felt Desire, which in our shadow prowls, 
Grasping my brain with fingers grimly fierce. 
Proud Or la^^ivious, or both, no doubt. 

It was a dizJy force that bore me down: 

So at the forest’s heart the mgipan 
Clings to Ihj nymph he meshes in his net«, 
Filling theAickets with the cries of their 
Two nakq^esses panting mouth to mouth. 

And then we knew moist faintings, sudden starts 
Of stre^th whipped furious, and Luxury 
Distill^the poisons of her flowers upon 
The bed in fever from our burning frames. 
Insatiable nights curved our hot loins 
In the exasperated breath we seethed, 

And all the floating .sex of greedy lemurs 
Curled the shrill laugh uncovering teeth. 
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So this was love; this was the mystic iite 
Before which st-inds, like (1 dipus befoVe 
The Sphinx with temptmq; eyes, the trembling, grave 
Jn<iuisitivtncss of our thirty years, ^ 

Whtn, cheated by ten year') of tentatives, 

We dart on love the glance ot hasty eyes* 

1 his wa> the rite Yet it was beautiftil— 

I or all that dames is fit to serve as torch. 

If but the heart, clisdaininjr gritf and nun, 

Will raise its tonh to pinnacles of stars 
What makes a body dear for evermore ^ 

Ilaply a soul dwells in the deepest flesh, 

A soul more subtle thin a thousand laws 
Directing choice by rhythms ot c>ur veins, 

A soul transforming impulse into wisdom 
But, be it wlut It tnny, we are the slaves. 

Of this malefic and sublime attraction, 

Which gliddens even the bruw> of criminals 


( hmioiic thought of prisoning days to be 
\\ ithm the ch uns of hope om hands have forged 
At t\s enty we say easil} I love you * 

I iter, we class love in a system, t ns 
Is still more puerile than young men’s love 
Love IS all powerful, love has not the time 
To linger o’er our sentimental the** s 
We are unconscious Tantaluses lu , 

Is thirst 

Shall 1 some day outlive tht^weet 
Enchantment and delirium of the desn^ 

Which holds, already such eternal sense 
As never singing chord of lyre can thrill ? 

It may be 1 dream sometimes of a love, 

Of a faith ki&entr than the senses' dame, 

And burnipg m the souTs apse (juielly, 
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As burns n sacrerl firf» lit nigjht and day: 

Not l^ar^e’s bond willi reachless Heatiicc, 

Hut living; ardour, human and crcatu'e, 

Yet myslicaU an imniatcrial fruit 
Crathered in gio\cs by Ariel. 

Q cup of cheerfulness, O precious pyx 
Killed with a wine that but a soul might drink, 

O woman holding in thyself this future, 

I dare not seek . . . And wilt^thou dare to come? 


JOHN-ANTOINE NAU. 

THE BLUE LAGOON. 

Tjrkd of the flowers’ voluptuous whispering, 
Nonnoune and Louisy with mixed curls hold 
Each other’s hand, he pale bronze, she browned gold. 
Upon the cliff in happiness bathed deep, 

‘ tfearkening the blue chant of the low lagoon. 

, In this half foreseen day they have been shown 
j, The force of L word of simple tenderness, 

/And how a Jnendly touch grows a caress, 

Awd how nTuch sweeter, once the secret known, 
f 'When cheek against belovM check reposes, 
f^Aiid fer^'d mouth upon the neck’s tea-roses. 

; ['Under the heavy palms, under the woven tresses 
, Of the clear filagos--'the children with drenched eyes 
irony of pity feel surprise 

r 


hear the turtles weeping in the 


« ifVs recesses, 

7 


j 
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COUNTESS MATHIEU DE NOAILLES. 

OFFERING TO PAN. 

This wooden cup, black as an apple pip, 

Wheie I with hard insinuating knife 

Have carved a vine-leaf curling to us tip 
With node add fold and tendril true to life, 

I yield it up to Pan m memory 

Of that day when the shepherd Dami* rushed 

Upon me, snatched it, and drank after me, 
Laughing when at his impudence I blushed. 

Not knowing where the horned god's altar is, 

I leave my offering in the rock’s cleft here. 

—Put now my heart is burning for a kiss 

More deep, and longei clinging, and more near . . 


THE IMAGE. 

Poor fawn in a <lying trance 
In thy glazing eye-balls refl»ict me, 

And make my memory dance 
With the wraiths that now expect thee. 

Say to the dead that muse 
On the days when they were sprightly, 
I Sit and dream of them nightly 
In the shadow of the yews. 



Countess Mathieu de NoAiLufes. yg 

Praise my forehead wimpled, 

Agd narrow mouth as well; 

Tell them my fingers are dimjded. 

And of grass and privet smell; 

That my movements are unencumbered 
As the shadows never at ease, 

Which tlie living leaves unnumbered 
Poise in the apple-trees. 

Tell them my eyelids grov^ heavy 
At times with a pain that hurts, 

That I dance at eve with a bevy 
Of maidens with wind-lifted skirts. 

Tell them I sleep with my head on 
My naked arms that I fold, 

That my veins are a violet thread on 
A cushion of flesh of gold. 

Tell them how blue my hair is, 

Like plums that will tumble soon, 

That my feet are mirrors for fairies, 

That ijiy eyes have the colours of the moon. 

And say that in nights of yearning, 

By foiAtains as I pace, 

For they tender love I am burning, 

And Imcir futile ghosts embrace, 

; INVOCATION. 

vPftiAPUS, on thine altar here I lay, 

That thou mayst hear my prayer, thou clement god, 
Btinchea of parsley and flowered orange spray, 

And, with its green peas swollen, the first pod. 



TOO Countess Mathieu de Noailles, 

Thou who do'?t smile on lovers under trees, 

Send nio the goal herd Daphnis hard Jto find; 

Eros, begrudging me my spirit’s ease, 

Has of his mouth the murderous arcli designed* 

Why does ho not, as others use, with green ^ 

And hyacinth entwine my porch ? t frouui 

On others, and before him none had been 
Who had untied the girdle ot my gown. 

Thou mightest love me, Daphnis, at the noon. 

And when my goats go grazing, I would sink 

Under thy heavy kiss and laugh, ami swoon , , . 
And from my beechen cup we then would drink* 

See ! in my sandals soft and light reclining 
J ike two white pigeons are my naked feet; 

My slender arms are like to rushes shining, 

As vegetable oils theii smell is sweet. 

And see my woolly lambs: from their fine fleece 
For our keen kisses we will make a bed; 

We will tell by scents when months begin and ceasfi 
By ripened fruits and roses open^rd. 

—O syrinx-player I when the red siviset 
Makes the cicada noiseless as his \aife, 

Hid in the forest leav-h me, what I yet 
Have learned not, the sweet mysteries of life* 

And on the morrow thereof, through the dew. 

To honour bettei the initial night. 

We will go flower-laden, I and you, 

Unto Priapus, god of best delight. 
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BITTO 


Xlilt honey i^ilded suminer loud with bees, 

Petftitned with lemons, mint ind pnic trees scent, 

(ladles Its sf n^inl dream in the sugared brtere, 

*And bathes its f-ice in waters somnolent 

iThe heavy butterflits m ike languorous 

The flowers, and the 1 exutiful balm niintS 

Rich fr igrancL mingles with the cyti^us, 

While on the smooth trees* hark the sunshine glints. 

The cldci hranchts and the fig trees arc 
billed with the htmey bees* loud eddjmgs 

How gay the da> and hot fields stretching fai ' 

The russet meads crackk with noise of uings 

Nfow here comes little Litto, sun in t}es, 

Who, when slie dances, cymbals beats together, 

Her glad feet love the glaring dust that flies, 

And warms them, burning through her sandal leather 

Her veil IS of green hnen like >oung gripes, 

Her robe upon her delicate shoulder stirs, 

Moving upon the laidding breasts it drapes, 

Which are as gal as singing grasshoppers 

Mer ^irror, seen** boxes, mcl drinking cup 
liirttle like pebbles m her ha si el earned, 

[re Iklps along, and sees tin bees fly up 
JPtOm the ruh lips of flowers whereon they tamed 

^Ab Bitto ^ what desires your fee t imj el 
,To pi*hways where the beast in sunshine pints? 

I^secn Eroles in the forests dwell, 

And subtle poisons rise from hearts of pilots 
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Go back and woik with other maids togethei * 

The noon is coming with its shivering light. 

Or go into your garden and see whether 

Your grten egg plants have ripened overnight 

But, laughing, from the piudent words she flees, 
Around her supple thioat her two hands tying ; 

The playful breeze rolls himseli round her knees, 
And makes a noise like silken ribbons flving, 

% 

The vegetable balm which round lier floats 
With honey light her yielding soul endues ; 

She walks thiough fields of undulating oTts, 

And sits down by a pool whose waters muse 

Eager to blend with summer s glouous day, 

The tufted peony and wimlfiowci picU 

Swoon with desire, and seem to cist away 
Theu cowardl) coiollas tjpened wide. 

What silent, palpitating odours dait 

Around your feet, what god in ambush we.avts, 

Bdlo? The sun maluies and swell > your heait, 
Vour heart is tieinbling like a bush of leaves, 

Down the hillside where cuirants glimt^r blue, 
Here Crito brings his goats to the drinking pool, 

And in the shade of leaves sees Bittd, who 
Is puffing up her clieeks with water cool. 

He hath approached her, saying. ** Bittu, take 
This cup that I have carved with tendril shoots 

And curling vine-leaves, and this white cheese-cake. 
And this cane-baskcl where I keep my fruits.’' 



■Countess 'MAfHiEu 'de'■N oAJEEES.',io3 




:He swears her oa^hS now timid and now bold^ 
He seises, presses her, he cannot speak . * , 
-p-And Bitto, fired and feeble in his hold, 

' lies in his arms and kisses him his cheek. 






After the acrid union O how grave 

'' ; And pale she is, confused and full of terror ! 

(^Hitt6, you know not what mad impulse dr'ave 
I ^Your heart into irreparable error. 

> >The heavy kiss by poets celebrated* 

Brings to the ill you suffer from no ease; 

Your languor came from the green season sated 
; With scent of turpentine and mulberry trees* 

, Thinking to ease your unknown torment, springing 
From all fermenting things the earth that litter 
Imprudently your arms you would be flinging 
i; Round the young goatherd’s neck whose kiss is bitter; 


A 

V l^bving the laughing day and light, you thought 
J; ^ Tbs^t you could ease upon his Ups, that lie, 
speak in frenzy great words mil of naught, 
^ desire of %ir and flowers and waters shy; 

tfp'.Bittd, it is not ior some chance comer 

with the f.ress of fever your heart pines I 
lover tha'; you needed was the summer, 
with scents and aromatic vines ! 


my writing. 

- ^ this 1 write, that when I lie in earth, 

It may be known I loved the air and mirth. 
And that my book to future races tell 
f/' How 1 loved life and nature passing well. 
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Attentive to the toil of towns and fields, 

T marked what every changinj; season yields, 

Since water, eiUh and flaints thil gol? refine 
A,rc fairest imaged in this ‘•oul of mint 

T say what I do feel, whit I I tbold, 

With heirt for which the truth w not too oold, 

I who haye had the hardihriod to will 
When I am dead and gone to be 1 )ved still 

And thit a young man reading what I write, 

Reeling hib troubled h^art tbrdltd with delight, 
forgetting those who love him in the life 
Should wtlcorne me to be his best lo\cd wife 

OfFEKING 

foK you, O youths, the books that I have wntten* 
In which shall glint 
As in an apple that a child has bitten, 

My teethes fierce dint 

And I have laid m> two hands on thtir pages. 

And, with head bowed, ^ 

Wept as the tempest in the forest ra^es, 

When bursts the cloud 

And you ^hall conjure from the bittelLprison 
Of this d irk hook ^ 

My drunken soul which, from the dead arisen 
On yours shall look 

My face, a sun to bathe >ou in its flies, 
lo you I leave. 

To you my feeble heart that its desires 
Fought to achieve, 



XUS 
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My heart of flaxen softness and its story, 

So yielding weak, 

And of lily hair the blue and ebon glory, 

And the dawn ol my cheek. 

And see how tattered my poor pilgrim’s dress is 
In which your hearts I meet ♦ 

*fhc humblest in the wildest wildernesses 
Have not such naked feet. ' 

• 

—And I bequeath you, with its rose-wreathed arbour, 
My garden of July, 

Which filled niy songs and soothed the grief I 
harbour, 

1 know not why, . . , 


PIERRE QUILLARD. 
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;l-ACK FLOWERS. 




Sbsvde what lak'fs whose gloomy waters grieve, 

,0 flowers of darkness vastici than death, 

^!0o the North’s cold gods and Evening’s chiAry of breath 
Voui robe of sh&dow weave? 






sun is swallowed into your deep maw, 
'>\;your widows* veils do make the daylight blear, 
y And from the mournful rivers without fear 
\ Slumber’s shy wave you draw. 
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O t^ark flowers l>y the wind of dawn caressed, 
But out of you no scent of love can breathe, 
O dear ones, into hearts that madly scethi 
You pour the balm of rest 


Life spreads perhclious ^weets with no avail, 

Spring’s pin pie flames rn vain on the young leaf, 
1 rom joy sets free your great redeeming grief, 
Imperious sisteis, hail ’ 


Now let me sleep where >our dark shadow covei®, 
1 love you, and your calm J shall not fret, 

And let me far fiom light and day forget 
The cximson mouth of lovers 


SOLITUDL 

At II k the winding of the horn 

Through the great silence liners not a tone. 
As in dead towns where cats dream on the worn 
Thresholds of stone. 


Under the night s black canopy 
The chaigers of the monarclis trai^plcd dowb, 
Through gold and dui tiding in radiant panoply^ 
1 he blood of roses earpeung the town 


The hours of joy have passed, 

And i(*ses on the roadwajs cast. 

And in our tired spirits is forlorn 
hilence after the winding of the horn. 
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Till DbAD GOD 

» * ♦ 

f 

One JsUr shone on the bier, one only star 
O solitude where a Kind’s i^h>ry died 
Upon A stake th< y in the forest hide, 

From standards, and the sword, and battles fai ! 

The hero without purple passed, but rolled 
In failed silk, and in the tresses red 
Of concubines and raptues*- lips that bkd, 

And bit again, and drank the blood run cold, 

What kisses did you smile towaids'' Towards what 
feasts 

Already iing, O women full of hos, 

\ our chants forgetful t To ina' e weep your eyes 
Were needed some gieat sack by uUting beasts, 

And cold of cUuons tcaiing the black sky, 

F(u you to twist your bodies and to gneve. 

In the red smell c>f torches m the eve. 

Hired mimif mourner^ under clouds that lly, 

But no man^ hath from the mounted wall 
Gathered’^in greed the flower of your bare arms: 
Vou are fled The King shall wake at no alarms. 
One stai, one only slai. 0 rc>)al pall ^ 

KUINS. 

Th^ illustrious city is a shadowy shape, 

Turned back into a haunt of grassy peac c ; 

The broken chapters bleed with npe wild grape. 
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And the barbarian shepherd in his fleece, 

Tending his goats among the mallous 
Tiamplfs without a pang^he soil of Greece 

Neither the obhijut sun upon the flank 
Of snowy mountains, noi the dawn upcast 
On misly peaks is cause for him to thank 

The great gods sleeping in their urns shut fast; 

And when the shagged wild oxen like a wave 
Go through the Areir where conquered armies passed, 

There is no hero there to draw his glaive, 

But weeds mourn o’er the rums m the drouth 
Of autumn, and m bitter winds that rave. 

Closed with black ivy is the Gorgon^s mouth. 


PSYCHE. 

O MKkANf HoiY tender Psyche, sleep 

Lily of dawn out of the dark hours growing, 

Thy supple arms and lips with freshiiess glowing 
Have made my heart strong with cont^itment deep* 

O little shy white soul, thou hast believed me 
To be wh'it thy virginily desirtd, 

Nor hath thy kiss ol milk and honey tired. 

Long as the shadow like my mouth deceived thee. 

No word, embrace, nor kisses sick with ache, 
Betrayed the secret, penitential soirow ; 

But wakening with the revealing morrow, 

Thy fragile frame would shudder nt to break, 



Ernkst RAYNAur). roq 

If dawn, which thy serene lids had unsealed, 

Not the sweet conqueroi of thy dreamlarid mists, 

But cleftclied above thy head, even thine, my fists, 
And, rolled in hate and wiatb, mine eyes revealed ; 


For I hate thee Psyche, with my love’s foreseeing, 
For days to come and floods of future tears 
* Perfidious, and the lures of wasting years, 

Which some day shall gash forth from thy hid being. 

But while this night divine is ygt my slave 
Let me from metal of sideral deeps 
Fashion the amorous mask a hero keeps. 

Laughing as April, and as autumn grave ; 

A dead thing that on living lips is laid, 

The mask my writhen face shall wholly hide; 

And now the first dawn breaks upon a bride. 

In whom the woman shall survive the maid* 


Awake, and ope thy silent mouth anew. 

From me thou shalt but hear proud words that ring, 
I stand erect beneath my sorrow’s sting 
Laurelled with gold and like my own statue. 


▼ 

I 


ERNEST RAYNAUD, 
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BRUGES. 

0 thing of Spain in Flanders left behind, 

O idle Delta severed from the sea, 

Still worshipping a mystic Calvary, 

Singing the self-same tune time out of mind ! 



no 
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The arms of Burgundy and Austria turned 
fheir glonts to be now this ash of thee , 
rht swan that haunts thy lone CT-nals is he 
Upon the proudest blazon t ti designed 


I know thy rjuays, and nimncncs, and the street 
Whose gra s> cobbles echo to tlu ftct 
Of some bedizened '.oldur of tlit hni. 


rhy belfry is tllou diest tells the hours. 
Shadowing thee like a relic in the shrine 
Of thy dead water strewn with willow tlowei^ 


POl TS IOTUtOTTFN 

PoF forgotten ’ Unknown poets' \ e 

Beyond the reach of gloiy ’ Still I must 
Go seeking you along the desolate quay, 

And on old bookshelves mouldering in dust 

f 

And am rewarded when I find somt great, 
Beautiful verse full of a rich hearths blood, 
And feel in pride that I am making good, 
In spite of gods, the injury of hate 


O roses faded in the weaiy years, 

O 1 lurels languishing resigned to die, 

Ilow many times, under my lamp, my tears 
Have made you bloom as m the days gone by t 
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CIIRYSILLA. 

O ooDPKss, when the sands at last are run, 

Lei me not see slow Time my bed-head 
Cutting without regtet or tears the thread 
Of an importunate Ide too long oiitspun. 

Arm rather Love, who from mine hour of birth 
ITath haled me, and who were fain to make, 
With his last airow, fiom the h^'irt he brake 
Its pale, thin crimson flow upon the earth. 

But no ! Send me my Youth at eventide, 
Silent, an<l naked, lovely as a bride, 

And let hei shed the petals of a rose 

Into the Auntain weeping me farewell, 

And I shfll need no dart nor scythe, but close 
Mine eyes, and wander to the asphodel. 


THE YELLOW MOON. 

Now with a yellow moon this long day ends. 
Soft risen in the poplars she with re.st 
Floods all the air with which the odour blends 
From the wet reeds that hide the water’s breast. 
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Did wp two know, when over the baked soit 
And pointed stubble in a sun that parched. 

And on the and sands we tramped in toir, 

WUh bletdinc; footprints showing; where we 

Did we two know, when Love was wild lo scorch 
Our hearts, and rend tliem with a hopeless pain»^ 
Did we two know, when in our hearts his torch 
flickered and faded, what sweet ash would remain 

At our life’s eve, aad that this bitter day 
Would by a yellow moon be soothed to rest, 
Rounded o’er poplars, and by reeds that i*way, 

And breallic the odours of the water’s breast? 

THE VISITOR. 

The calm house with the key left in the door. 

The table where these fruits sweet to the core 
And the clear w'ater glass show side by side 
fn the dee[i ebony ; two roads that glide 
Towards the horizon shortened by the hills 
That dam the sea ; so that as clctar as rills, 

That know not why, my simple la^ighter rings. 
Even as they I uigh who never oth r things 
i lave sought, except the fountain blue among 
High roses, and with grapes their trellis hung, 
Anil in the evening of ihoir life both joy 
And melancholy, days that do not cloy 
Though each is like to each as glove to glove s 
This knew I when thou earnest in to me. Love 
And didst with woman’s mouth bite my ripe frtvit» 
And dnnk my water cool from the tree’s root. 
And, sitting down, didst fold thy wings divine 
Over the stones of this fireside of mine. 
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FOR THE GATE 01* THE COURTESANS. 

» 

Ir to the town thou conio •-ome morning, tr» 

Join the swm, fmohms, lutile sisters who 
Hestow Itieu love 'in<l sell their lie.mty, wait 
Before thou enter rny rcUinile>s gat**, 

Whose folding doors aie nnruus, there (lesci> 

Thy coming stdl, thou wlio iit tempted hy 
The gohl, It may lie, and the iMiupKl ^ liuin, 

Thou from a vast and distant countr} cjuih*, 

Thou who still pure, and inno^entl) hare, 

Smilesi, with autumn’s russet in tli) hair, 

And summer’s fruits upon thy breast tinbossnl 
And thy soft skin like falded sea cave-» mosstai, 

And in thy warmest fiedi’s secret fold 
Th«* foim of rosy shells the seas have i oiled, 

And beauty of dawn and shadow, anti the scent 
Of dowers and gaidens, woods and sea*weed bknl ! 
*Tarry, ere the ineffable alms thou bring 
Of being both the autumn and the s])ring 
To those who far from dawn and harvests live. 
Listen, thou mayest yet return, but if * 

Thou must, Ilspcn, glad to see thee pas*-, 

Laui^hing antf double past my double glass. 


THE MAN AND THE SIREN. 

XJndBr thB /as/ t/ars of a sea da^tn^ standw^ cU the 
of a 7/rrst'/ tfnseen, the Watchman spea/^\. Hit 
fades more^ and mote into the dtstamt at the sky 
pjrmt Its/ht, 
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THE WATCHMAN AT Till- PROW 

I AM the wntchmin by the prow 
Sonic sails and anchors 1 now, 

Some stars, and others, wiser, throw 

The diet, and site}), whether they lose or gam, 

Not eiring how 
I he wind direct the jirow , 
liut 1, 1 know the Mam ’ 

Calm IS my Sea to day undtr the waning stars, 

V\ ith a low murmuring ere ik the spars , 

Ihe sails no more are flapping , 

The wind his fallen, and the tired ship rides, 

Silence is all the sltcj^ers lapping , 

And he who knows tfit wind and tidi s 
t'oretold the night fan while the vessel dufted, 

It was with singing that the oais wc re lifted , 

1 or he wlio knows the skies 

Hath beckoned hughing to tin helmsman at the 1 
Mad is the watcher then, the slei pei wise ’ 

And I alone am lidenin^ watching now, 

At the prow standing while the crew are pi one , 

C lear through ni) dicams I ^ec, 

And I alone 
I know the sea, 

All the sea, 

1 know that there \re Sirens on the Sea ’ 

I know that Sirens sing and comb their sea weed 
Naked they arc; 

The three most fair 

Came swimming lound the keel, 

They have been seen following the vessel’s track, 

It was on seas afar . » , 
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They have not yet comt Int-I, 

But ever and anon I Itt 1 

Their laughing and then singing I shill hear, 

When the wave nhn and the ky is clear, 

For 1, I kn >w tlu Sea 

And they havt sea \^tf d hair and 1 ps 
Dyed with coral s icd , 

Ont SOUK times laughs, and lifts 
\.bo\e iht wave htr i^onian s breast , in I head, 
And outstretched arl^l^ • 

Some say they arc a lure of empty chums, 

And that their bodies end in tatU, 

Blue seeming under the sea, buf clainmj sexh s. 
And only in the sunshine seems then hur of gold, 
And they ar< cruel, cold, 

And their my lenous liughter lulls to sir p, 

I or a^e. 

In rosy grottos deep 

(Jhtelv by check with them, men sa> 

Vnd it IS wise 

To flee them with cl ised eyes, 

And only at the piow 

Their sirnulattlims in cnamelh d 1, 

Clea\ing the li^y to sail * 

But I know things within this soul of mine, 

For ere I for the oars exchanged the flail, 

(I swung the scythe, guided the plough, 
featinjg grapes, ind drinking wnu, 

Which makes the brain see and the dream divine 
Slept by the naked sickles in the hot corn lands, 
And raised mine axe again&t the tret , 

Where dwell the Dryades 

Their blood has bled in drops upon my hands , 
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And <iaw the tauns, the thieves of bees.; 

And I the Nymph have seen 

Laufjhin^ from the river it the Sit>rs Icin, 

I'^xncing With rose wreatlud hoin , 

And griHms titeing fitmi before the Umcf>rn, 

And on the ‘■ind with Iduk and reddish croup 
The Ctnliuis gilloj) one by one ind troop by troop * 
t.) memory of ni) dri mis, and ill mysterious 
} Kts whit h throiifih llnnu; look it us, and spt ik to iis, 
With voice now hi^li now low, 

15) you 1 know 
Whit to lieliest, 

1 rom eve to d iwn, from dawm to tve 
Over mf 

btar by stii ])iles, 

The wind blows m the siiN, 

The wind is cros infj the Sei, 

Thert irc Sirens on the Sea. 

The Nii tmfed dawn £>'/o^vs r/tarn and cltareu Gtadu* 
aliypo (/f 7t^ible a '>hoT( whtft a woman naked; 
htf head ie\ts on *hi knu \ ot a lonik clad m ample 
and wm^ne varments Jft^h hut in ihe aieW‘ 

behind the na>iow strip ol •^hoit 

IFK. 

This man sings songs surprising, ^ 

In the dawn’s slow rising ; 

Fain had I seen his shadow with the mist 
Across the ocean (ast, 

Perchance I might have spoken with him at his post, 
The ship was anchored near the roast; 

But the locks hid him, and this heid. 
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Heavy and lovely sleeping on iny knee'i, 

Ha** Kept me seated wnh the white dawn on me shed, 
And Ihe^rcsstl has lifted anclioi in the l)ree^e, 

And the Sea is sinking . . 

Heavy is thy luad while I am thinking, 

O sleeper, lliat with eyes 

Sleepesl, thou whose pure and lender body lies 
Loose in. languor where the sea’s 
Shclh and weeds are sttown, 

Sleeping in ease, 

Smiling and tirtd and naked, 
boul unknown ' 

Thy hand the sand caresses . 

O sleeper when thou awakesl, 

And standing shakest 

Howii to thy loin» tlij heavy tiesses, 

The soft sand 

Will keep the seal of tliy rich dumber, and 
I shall know lu ihing ot thine unknown soul 

Thy soul la sleeping there while I am thinking, 

And 1 was thmking in the dark, 

Long l>efore Ais voice sang from the barqut. 

And I was thinking 

Of her who came towards him towards her coming, 
The stranger woman on the stianger smiling sweet, 
And who is sleeping here near him who watching i», 
And I of her know only this, 

That she is there. 

Sleeping at my feet, 

Smiling calm and Ured and beautiful and bait, 

For supernaturally sht. has smiled, as though 
Drcamtnrs and then I thought sht would awake, 
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lJul when Hit slow 

Voice of this man sanj;; of the siitns and the sea 
She slept again with smiling lips to nunc tl^at spake 
And heavy head lying upon m> knee, 

The heavier for her hair of red, 

The ht avier foi liei neck outweiru d, 

The heavier for her distant thought . . 

Sleeping she ])ond(.rs things I cannot roach, 

I of htr thoughts know naught 

“Ihough night is dead, and morning Hoods the 
beach— 

And through her face a face it blurs 
behind her smile secineth to smile on me, 

Other bps allure nit behind hers, 

And when I gve into htr fict I think I stt 
Someone standing in her ind who is my thought 
In 1 black mantle Ja 1 

Her Hf sh is switl thu <m tin sand, hu flesh 

Is beauutul in this way under the fresh 

bale of this diwn in which my •>oul is troubled sad, 

Because of the soul hiding, alas, within this flesh, 

Sweet in its pah ly living sleep, p 

Whose closed tyts, and mouth, and billy, and breasU 

I touch, whose great gold tresses flow 

As sinuous as a sea weed, and as slow 

As a mysterious rolling wave foamed at its erects 

Like this pure brow, an 1 sumptuously sweep 

To the red sand whereon she lies asleep 

A fair enigma, this sleeper I do not know, 

hor neither her thought is clear, 

No, nor the path she wends her, nor her home, 

Nor whil a fate has brought her heie, 

At evening when I tame upon bei neai 
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The ocean marge, puu >»lic had betn horn. 

Slender out of i shell oi uhitc from foam, 

Of the shf#c Sind, or of the salt of the set 
Is she, perchanr e r ne of the c n^Uve girls, 

Out of her honn 1 ind torn 

l5y homc high lup of wood and ^old, 

15rought to bt sc Id 

Upon the molt with birds and coni and penrls 
Wandered hti childhood by a phnd stream 
From willow to willow t* 

And w IS her houlder then in j^nphon*', pillow 
Carried her pious hands tht funeral urn ? 

Vnd did, upon the roadway s asphodel, 

IJer feet towards a m irble palate turn ? 

Are trees and cities in thy die-im, 

Or IS thy onl> memor> tlu ocean ^ swell ^ 

I am ihir ly to Know thec () rny sistir, I will dunk 
thy pvsl 

As fioni 4 [inne, Ih willow brinelits i ild 

In shadow Use, () isier, on my shoulder Iramng, 

And let us w ilk 1( gelhir, and behold 

Our faces opjiosite each other cii'.t 

In the mirror of our double thoughts, wh<>>e meaning 

I? imaged by uir hands together clasped 

Awake, arise 

1 can no longer live while thou ait sleeping* 

X can no longer live till I have grasped 
Thy soul, O thou still sleeping 
Because thou art to me unknown ’ 


Naked arise, and steep 

Thy body in thy sea weed hair of gold ; 

Avyake out of thy sleep. 

If thou so far remainest, O why earnest thou 


At evening as I paced the shore alone f 
It 1$ m thee the sun shall now 
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Ausc, O thou to me unknown, 

And tUou shall be * 

L - 

Sht iitr^ in suep 

The sea ebbi, xud this man h \s etased his song^ 

On which thy drcun was smiling, as he spake 
< )i trt ts whose shade is grave and long, 
t)l grapes and bees 
Awake ’ 

Now he huh ceased 

His song ol diwn, jikI enmsoii is the east * 

And let ihy llcsh Uill be 
Sleeping, bill tin^e, 

Out ot thyscU jri^c at liM, ulear aie the skies, 

And come with me 

I*ai Irom the ivi 1 ind uid lln \ ist Sc i 

//it if/n apptiifi^ 

m //u Jote\l 1 non^ the /loufets flashes a 
dcip \ou7ce of zuiitef Ht^k tites atound. The 
IS windy and waim il /tui taint.d the huves are sHH 
J> >ppm^ 

hittinj; on woii, ’web^tus hold on (heir knet^ siuffs 
unfoldtiL Phiy ate thtee ^ptakt^t;jiin by tnrn^ thi 
eldest it tndm 


ONL 

fate of oui years and dajs the weaver is, 
i^llere side by side they sit with us like loves. 

While )car by year weaves out our destinies. 

The wind seems in the tiees their wing, and moves 
Like Time that tied before us, and is flying; 

The Uourii have stolen uwU and turtle*doves ! 
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O Life of tninci it seems that thou art crying ; 

The rain-drops are my tears, still comh>rtless, 

O Life of tniJIe, it seems that thou art dying I 

1 hear thee sobbing in the wind’s distress, 

« In which the Pa^t, that with my Shadow sleeps. 
Sorrows for having dtuiik foigctfulness 

Out of the philtre which enchants and keeps 
The fatal pair locked in my mcmoiy’s gloom, 
Bmising their brow in cracks of ru^n heaps ; 

And here together they are ctnning, whom 
Mv Life draws with her, both in friendly wise 
They near me kneel and smile upon the loom 

Where 1 entwine in flowers that them resemble 
Some fabric fate of ernn and of lic» 

That inaket my hand that weaves it shake and tremble. 

ANOI 

I through the heavy fabiic weave the fleet 
Laces of gold that bind the twisted thread 
Of subtle and pe^dious deceit. 

ANOIHKR ONK, 

And with the cloth, still naked, I have wed, 
Unravelling its patient, deep designs, 

THo varying silk where falsehood makes its bed 

SHE WHO SPAKE BEFORE. 

Ita moire like oily, tranquil water shines, 

And inwardly is quivering, spider-wist, 

Spintting a web of intermeshing lines. 
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i.tll' ^\IIO jIAKL A1 [EK. 

This Silk is soft as human skin it lies ; 
haccs fintaslical arc fashioned m it, 

This silk 1 viin as is thp soul, it lies 

lOC.Rl HFI 

Dteeittul woman s drtss, tis vve who pm it 

Jhe thoip" ha^ lOithatawn, Jht ^utt n hs^hiin^ up 
eke a^aiii the hiU) is heatd nippiu pom the 

tfaneht s, a soft wiu mth ish eaihin^ I*nitr thi two , he 
t Isui in a da>! niantl She^ laii^hin^ and lan^mront^ 
*vulkih^ u ithunaula^n^vtovemeut alight^auzedf 
life a midy htr naki i body Ihr too^ely gathered 
ha r hap nans on /u/ net/ Hti han t nolds tosts^ 

SHH 


Wilt tlum not Ul c 

My rests fresh anti dewy fioin the buike^ 

I knelt upon the warm earth by their s«eni 
To yither them ; V 

Take here the fairest, 

I wish Ihet to respire it, thuu who stridest, 

And never bendini; oVr them slarcst 
Upon the ground, yea, I were fain to behold 
In these pale hands thou hidest 
Under thy drugget mantlets earnest fold 
The very fairest ol these flowers on fire, 

V^'ea, I desire 

That thou shouldbt walk before my clear laugh tofte m 
hand. 
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him a flowui ^ ^oh ch Jalh when he di>c% not 

idkc tf* 

The rain and sun art* weivinj; -silk m<l gold 
Upon thy sombre tnanJlc, bright< ning thy way; 

Li^ht in its woof of joy enlaces thcc. 

Why art thou sad, and cl id 
In gloom for ever uiiheguiled f 
\®hy hast thou cast my rose awa>, 

And never smiltd 
To b0e il sweet and gay ' 

Uobt thou love more 

My Hps ! They still are fresh and dewy, see, 

With having kissed the fl jwers bcfoic 
^ offered them to tliec 
O thou who ha,! but scorn 
For roses that I gather fiom the thorn, 

O thou who lovest not the forest smells, 

Thou in whose heart, when shines the glad day, wells 
darker melancholy, ^ 

Av black as m the sunbeams luil s the holly, 

> 

AU laughs and sin^, 
tTht foliage on IhcTlowcrs and mobses 
Wat k the forest far and wide, 

^l^monds rain upon the mirror of the 
itty 3 weet hps. 

, poshest me a'^ide 

^douid passes over the trees, 

The «ky grows marbled grey, 

'iThe forest Uut was golden is a stagnant green, 

I fere comes the shower apace . . . 


drips, 
springs; 
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It ib gomg to tain. 

The tun skintt out a^ain* 

1 knew that thou wouldfat need my hpi»; 

VVhy are thy hands I kiss so cold 
Under thy mantlets fold, 

When the smile is going to climb into thy face, 

And make thee beautiful and glad, 

For all that thou wouldst do 
Still to be taciturn and sad, 

In spile of this singitig wood lbv>a passesl through ? 

Look at the forest raining wilh sun, and, cleai, 
Ocellate, rustling and shining loai on leai, 

(ylaucus with <'merald and with gold, 

Like a peacock spreading his tail. * . . 

Sec ! a drop of water has rolled 

Upon my cheek, and trembles at the corner of iny Up 

Then slips 

between my breasts, and tickles, cold. 

My warm skin till I shiver, somewhat pale ; 

My hair halJ ruins down. 

And is so heavy with its wet 

That its weight wearies me, and weigfis 

Like gold that melts in a blaze. < 

O I were fain to sleep in what in me I feel 
Of rapture and thy hands upon my neck. , . . 

Let thy fingers cross 

My naked skin, my skin is moist and sweet; 

A scented and a maddening heat 

Arises from it, move thy fingers o’er its gloss; 

And the odour of alt the forest is in my breath. . . . 
Spots of my skin are velveted with moss; 

To-day it seems that I have flowering breasts; 
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Were I to weep, ringdoves would echo after, 

And bees are scattered through luy htughter; 

And in the swytntss of the ur m which 
t utretch my limbs, talUr 1 seem, more rich, 

With all the Universal Life of things 

Magnifltcnt! 

* Hark how the wund, too, laughs and sings 

All the forest rains bright laughloi down, 

With branch branch nuertwnies, 

And yonder in the distincc, through the brown. 
Oaks, and the green pines, ^ 

A graver wind would seem to be the Sea ! 

Remember, too, the marge of ocean wheie, 

Among the shells and sea weeds, tranquil, bare, 

I slept, and thou didst ga/e on me, 

Thus sleeping by the quiet Sea ’ 

The wind grows silent, and the source portrays 
My visage underneath 

Its crown of tresses and of Iea\es its Avreath; 

The source is a mirror when no wmd is there, 

My veil floats round me like a summer haze, 

And you would say U was that ancient foam 

Proving me risen futotn the Sea my 

And I feel with all my warm flesh 1 am bare, 

,And the water hues me. . . . 

^ O how clear t Toes, knees, 

Thighs, and the torrid hollow in the pool 1 
Ana 0 how cool 

Mnst ht the body bathing under trees ’ 

I stand at the water’s braid, 

And my hair is going to tumble down, and mix 
With the silver of the water its cascade 
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Oi gold, and my two breists that fix 
Their points aloft, wili urge out of m> drc?s 
ailing aiouncl me, and in instant so 
1 by the water, where the lushes prow, 

And the s^woid grass and the ms and the cress, 

Shall, like the vi< ulcss nyinplis that haunt the* wood, 

Oi like the sirens islanding the sea, 

I inger before, rose in ihi limpid tlood, 
lhat with Us spreading wrinkle ciicles me, 

I feel thee, O thou source of crystal cold, 

Rising to my belly frgm my ttx s, 

\nd to my breasts and shoulder'* till, more bold, 
Laughing with eyes 1 close, 

1 plunge my head. 

Leaving lieiween the water lilies spread 
The billowing eddy of my hair of gold 
Post thou not wish to see me then arise 
Out of the watei shwenng, with dazzled eyes, 

And with i Hugh in thy embi'irt> sink, 

IJel'^ed for warm sleep on the reedy lirink? 

S/u /jtf jh ii ai d him Ilef halj optued r ohif i 

her jiahd S/u lijt\ hti nai ds^ holds up her 
and ^iiands /ot a moment a^atml^ht; i^lonotng 
tvkith 71 daikiUidby a Muidtf cloud 

HK. 

uMove^ towards ha xoith ihiuhed /o/i, ih/eatemn^ 

^hi pro\t>a(t^ htnelj 

I will not, no ^ 

i> foiest laughing vast with gold and sun 
To see her naked so from head to toe, 

Pul out thy watei b, roses, trees in flame, 
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tUtk ' And be thou <.»lent, O thou <l»aUe, 

Deep forest, s'lvi tht one 

That covered black imntle to thee catut ! 

Jhm who rel)elhou‘»ly now h th freed 
Ihy kj^s immense lli it sti/Us him, and J^'rips 
f^hts it as It u> l)is bps 
O &ha<lowy wind 1 ( <>me from thy enves intl leaves 

Unto this blossoming stranger who makes bare 
Her belly uhile shi luaves 
Uer breasts aloft, and, in her bciut} obscene, 
l^ar'tdes her flesh with springtime depnk and siimnur hiii 
Trouble th> water lest she oer it lean 
To look upon It coveting lut giace, 

And blow thy furious \<Mrc into her fare, 

And whirl beyond mv brain in thy wild storm 
The words my UKJUtb spok» duiiik with having quitted 
her 

Odour of weM<d flesh mul downy phccs warm 

Wordjs that the icIkx hp foi hp liive siimmeud after 

And I, if I liave drtained licr by me bare 

At ocean’s marge m olden ihwni, 1 swt ir 

That magiciin «walhcd m bl ick 

Of science, sadness, and the night's bleak an, 

Into her Ixidy wlicncc the gcxL have driven t sought 
To summon back 

earnest soul to match m> thought * 

I Why didst thou, woman, <ome upon my track i 
NOW when I sleep I fed upon my hand >' hy breath, 
of th) mouth that save in kisses nothing sniii, 
ireaih of thy knighing bps that lure the bees 
?(iy cheek is evei with the sun«»hme brown, 

Thy hair so lightly lums down, 

And when thou dreame^t thy brea>ts palpitate, 

And burst forth out of thy transparent gown. 

Where thou art lying m the flowers pro-strate, 
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With open eyes, xntl helly ns(ng as thy pulses beat, 

T irerl and soli stretching thy animal heat, 

Or with thy tlbows in the rose*;— child * 

I feel ihee odorous and 1 dreim thee wild ^ 

Depart trnni nn , for thou art oissolutt 
And 1 am lircd ol tlu. go) 1 incl unher iiifl-^ 

Ihat under thy arm pits (url, 

Tired of thy mouth 1 drink like melting fnul, 

Tirtd of thy tresses that like v\a\es unfurl. 

Which I wcit fun to twi t 
In ni> conviilsise fist, 

Firtcl o< thy breasts tliou i< achest to my teeth, 

J ired of thy belly tint h iicath 
My hand’s caress 

Siirts like a wild heist numb with idltncss, 

Of all the be still lift wiih which thy I o iy seethes, 
And round thee into the sun brown summer breathes^ 

ne -“inncf 


Go hence, or be mother, go, depart, 

I am we iry of the wallowing beast thou art; 

<jo hence, ere with mv anger swelling like 
This wind that growls amoiu: tVie quivering oaks. 
Deaf as my wrath and bitter a my hue. 

Thy fiestial body with Ibis cord 1 strike, 

'Until thou bleed under the vengeful strokes, 

And flee, wj»n streaming trf sves spl ished 
"With finning leaves, and by the tempest Ia«hed. 
And I with tragic, violent h inds shall drape 
<M^ hands, alas ♦ made for the Lamp and Book *) 
Ji he mystic fold of my blac k, heavy cape 
Around my hopeless Destiny more gra\e; 

And through the wddenng foiest 1 sh lU look 
Uj>on a mouth crying with desperate pim, 
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And, r<iaring with the vast wind in its mane, 

The beast with golden liaii that licked my hands. 

But thou art weeping; and a giive hand now 
'^eemss to be gathering on thy neck the str^inds 
•Of all thy hair; and o'er thy tears thy brow 
Shaws thee a woman almost. BHck the sky. 

And now thy flesh is growing puic and shy . 

Now in this shadow that is o’er thee cast, 

A sacred sistei dawns in thee at last; 

The sob that has transfigured theft I bless * 

The shadow puts her red hair oiii with ashes ; 

She is less naked in her hunililencss. 

Now autumn sprays the wood with russet splashes. . , , 
Say, wilt thou follow me to my high house, 

Whose silence hears the nibbling of a mouse 
And^ with one finger at thy temple, sit 
l^eatnftdly when the shaded lamp is ht, 

Kxlled and happy in the fireside nook, 

Calm idol with thy elbows on the Book 
Ahd one hand on its clasp i If thou wouldst grow 
JJke to my thought, come to Uie evening glow, 
Following in these thy tears the paths forlorn. 

Thou shalt be Woman, m thy tears re-born. 

ffi jfiaiHts to the websters ^hwly advamin^ though the 
trees. They me tarfyiM^ and otte of them 

smtdats. They come in a hng lay of sunshine 
> h^etween two stot m-clouds. 


for here the hours are hastening on ! 
Clothe her with veil and sandals, let her don 
The mantle that is clasped, the gown that clings; 
w Up her hair in order, let it deck 


9 
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With kindly honey her half-hidden neck; 

Silver her collai be, of gold her lings, 

For beautiful and noble must be Thought; 

(jive her the basket now of osiei wrought, 

And ]>ut the door key in it, and the calc 
Now she IS grave and stately and her Fate. 

And now, () «*iste» who hast found again 
Thy soul amid thy tempest and thy ram 
Of tears, O thou whose inked fee t have Kig^gcd 
So long on sands, and mossy ways of ease, 

Now let Ihy step undei haid cypress trees 
King chastely on the path with maible flagged, 

And winder till the shade of night has stilled it^ 

Ihf iveh^tei^ have iloihed ho with coif and laintenh 
7hey taU ket by the haud^ tmmn^ lound^ 

Farewell, O Sea, O Poorest ! 

She (y<i hvh ), 

lie has willed it. 

71i€ wind has {loivn \fJi, ih \un has dtsapMaredi g$‘eai 
dfops of lain are faUtne^, Hu wehsUrs remmH 
ahm hi fund. 

ONE 01 I HE WEBSTER*!, 

The forest weeps in shadows gron ing deeper. 

Sisters, the wind is still, the heavens sink, ^ 

And burst in gradual tears as might a weeper. 

The iris lifts her uin at the water’s brink. 

The fountain is of marble^ and of stone 
Tbe source, and thorns of brambles rancoui drink. 
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The leaver to moirow will In shctl md strown, 

The rose lias been dt flowtrt d by rht liretze; 
Thcforcs»t and the rain the Njiiiph Nmonn 

For with her inoiith ‘'mihd Ni*urt, llio ijrf at tr( ts, 
Knotted ind pm-ilnl willi <tnte*iar> force, 

Loved her )ounj; buasts and Inir that swept her knees 

She was the good iV sh, pit i^iir \ sweet recourse, 

The cup tnit life imi loving ovA-hnni, 

Stin on the flower and sky upon thr s(;urrt. 

The forest she has Uft to follow him 

1 iir 1 I [)} SI 

Nitture was she , \\ onian w is his dcsno, 

And understanding not why she wa-. barr 
He l)aakes a torch from what was m tdc a f re. 

From what wa-. dawn ind wind and cloud ind an 
lie makes a tr >1, a household fire to stir. 

But he will curst the day he \i ok hei wliire 

Her lamp will set Ins house on lire, the cur 
Of enmity shall bark them “Wot betide 
Death shall o'er his threshold glide with lui 

Fjl^ttUlcr dark mantle is with mourning dyed ; 

Canning creaks in her sandals* pindenl pace ; 

Her plaited tresses ire already pride, 

Her veil 15 1/ing, her rings* gold is base; 

And like the oatlis she swears but to beguile 
the cold marble of her cruel face. 
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Sjster, I see him weepinc; for her smile! 


ONIC 

The whi*e bread that her liasket carries is 

The ash of Hope, her nourishment; and shocks 
Of Grief shall ript n on her trellises 

^III OTHER 

The key that tinkles at her belt unlocks 

The shadowy room where lurk with open maws 
Unrest that tortures, jealousy that mocks 

lOGETIlFR 

Voluptuousness that bites and care that gnaws. 

THE tlDESt 

Since for the naked N>mp]i he had no key. 

And clothed her nakedness no dress adorns, 

Nor recognued her sleeping by the sea, 

Where nak« d is the Siren, since he scorns 
The Nymph in golden haii, with troubled breath 
Let him go seeking problematic moms, 

And Jet the Woman lead him to his death. 

The h 0 mt ftUh dark A flash of 

hreaL ttseif Ithe a 
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/« (he sritwg the satne tiaiui as at </awt hi* a 
UrctcJUii dead on the mdy she n standing neaf^ hum 
dad tn q sort of ^uiiuus the tfa n oj ivhu hi i\ 

iwtste ijtle a i ah\ iath 

, SHK 

0 my poor brother A\ith thine eyes of tiieam and 
knowledge, 

Thou who did^l m the shadows wake, 
i^ad bioihcr with thine eyes of kn^wltd^^e ind ot dicun, 
Thou who didst in the shadows watch without i smile, 
Ftom evening till the slow dawn brake, 

Art thou so tired 

So tired, my brother, that thou wouldst not live, 

So sick of wanting alt thy dreams desired, 

So sad, my biother, thou at last art lying cold, 

Sleeping upon this hore, O thou who slctj cst while 
The sun is warming me my ban ol ^^old 
Ahve and rustling and unrolled, 

O thou who sleejiest 1 

And yet the flowers scented the lambent morn^, 

And there were roses in the forest thorns, 

And waterdihcs in the river shallows, 

And all along the ocean's brink 

in the rosy sand the faint sea pink, 

And the blue thistles and the mallows 
And 1 am beautiful and bare and warm, 

And $n^eat to thy bps, 

iWtfc all my body sweet and with my hp-* 

And thou couldst kiss my mouth, 

And thou couldst touch my breasts, 
both thy hands, 
all of me! 
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Thou shouldst have held my hair, and gaUittod up it 
btrandb, 

As others yellow sea wet do, 

Among whose gold arc nuiigled gleams of blue ; 

Thou shouldst have gazed into my eyes 
As into water that in /unows lies 
Of tand more soft than cheeks, 

Thou shouldst have itjuthed niy belly and its ertaks, 

A'* with carts^uig hand one <liokt > a wavt 
That swells and with no loam sinks m its swtll; 

Thou shouldst have foll^pwed ol iny sttp-^ the trace, 
Singing and living ^ulh a smihn ’ fact, 

And seeking not 1 ate’s tool to sihII 
On the sand’s Book where Ocean evuy day 
Washes the tangled sciawl, th> theme, aw ^y ; 

Thou shoukKt have put into my thoughts the brine 
Of ocean, passion, nid tlie smishuu , 

And all my living (lesh cnlared with thmt, 

And my fresh mouth Ihiju shouldst ha\< laid 
On lliy gravt nn ulh that with ils dreaming pales' 

I have in me phuitoni for thy shadow, 

The shadow which thy dream sought I am not; 

Why wouldst thou cast u|>un ni) flesh the veils 
Of heavy raiments and this mantle hot, 

Winch at my neck chafes with a clasp like nails? 

Why with thi^ swathing he 
Hast thou like othci women made me, who 
Am naked, puic, and living, why 
('ouldst thou not leave me bare f 

O tiesses making <jf the haii 
The wind sings llirough, 

^Vnd making of the neck a pillow 
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tojT Ihe red gold of your !o\iiig bill<iw, 

0 trc6i>es making of Lhe uiabbcd md curved md ilulcd 
hair 

Some evil warnorb golden cisquc 
MVherc the chimera coiK ainonn 
up rolled sln'ids n> bask 
And shoots its tongue 
That hisses tapering into ardent curls, 

O robes whose tram unlurU 

Crawling in glaucous, blue, and siniioub scale, 

And images on my ambiguous nullity 
A fabulous tail * 

faatifid and fabulous wouldst ih >u hive me be, 

Me the simple, me the laughing one, 

Daughter ot glaucous fJeean and the joyous bun, 

Thus wouldst thou h ive me be, 

I vi^hose fUc WTs to be n ikp<% like 
The roses and the sea. 

And therefore you iie lying dead, O brother, 

Vou with your eyes of knowledgt ind of dream, 

O sweet, funcrtil lo\cr. 

Who would not hcai my laugh and loathed 
The nakedness >ou clothed 

O brother^ my sad brother l}ing tark, 

Sleep then, sleep into the daik ^ 

Catmly and gravely through 
Tha wood that rustles and the plain that teems 
stream How to the seas, 

Ajid by ihe source the water hly dreams, 

And there are birds, and rci^es too, 

And bees t 

Ueistre cuts reeds into hts mouth to wc 1 
tn doable flutes, and sings in wonderment that he 
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And thou art deid ' 

Now here are wc, both by the sea 

Thy soul knew not my fltsh should be its wire 

It IS in vain I have unrolled my hair, 

It IS in vain I walked before thee bare, 

Anti thou hast passed, and evening opens thee its doo^, 
Anti kneelini; lile ki'^st,, thy lips that speak no more. 

^ She rises* 

And here again I stand before the sea. 

O sovereign sea 

Mounting in waves of foam thy verge, 

Rolling along tlie shore thy consoluled >urgc, 

O sovereign Ocean 

Foaming and murmuring in ^stle‘':> motion, 

Propitious and maternal to my flcih 
Take me, who did depart from thee, afresh, 

Take me again unviiesscd, 

Cradle my golden hair among thy red sea weed, 

Take my breast’s dowers among the floweis thy cavem$ 
breed, 

Swell thy waves again**t my breast, 

M»x with thy shells the onyx of my fingcr-Ups, 

And with thy corals my lips, 

Make couches for thy echoes of my ears, 

Thou sovereign Sea, 

O make me one with thee, 

Until the day my nakedness again appears 
The same emeiging from thy surge, 

And from my hau thy pcails of foam J comb 
To fall upon my breasts one after the other, 

When 1 appear * 
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O sovereign mother, 

Receive mt whtre thy sacred billows break, 
I have returned to thet 
Me the Lmnf, me the Nakc 1, take 
<) sovereign Sea, 

Takenie atjain unto ♦Iilc, niktd 1 ikt 
Thy Siren unto thee ’ 


^ wavLciu! oxt*, ami iur axtay Ikeii 

th4h€a grows alitiy and lies smooth Ike gfoam blurs 

the digs and the strand Grat^ta! stars, gem the dy , 
andy frotn vtry fat , at the pio^u of a ves unsetft^ the 

the Uairhtfiaf at the Pfow ts luaid stngtttg 


tHF \V\RHAI\\ AT IHE IKOW 


1 am he who blccdclh it tht prow 
Some spat at me, * 

Others have siruck my rheek, 

And some, move wise, 

l)rinh« and dispute, am’ for my riiment i lay it dice, 
1% in nudity, 

Am bleeding at the piow, 

Am bleeding on tht St a * 


Fftk ilt the Sea beyond a doubt 
evening under the stars, 

Which, though I do not sec them, climb the sky 
IPhese purple sails ’ Make me a winding sheet there- 
V out * , 

I am so weary, let me die 

1 am tired of my bleeding flLdi ind of my bleeding 

eyes, 

And of your cries, 

Vbn who have naikd me at the prow, 
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And stopped uiy ears with wax, lest I 
Should hear the Sirens and nut sad them by, 

And blinded me, 

Lest I the Sirens see, 

You who have nailed me here 
Wall laughs that grew 
Wah every nail yon diove inlu 

My desh, you who believed me mad, when 1 alone 
see deal, 

I who saw that Sirens haunt the Sea. 

You say that theie ^ro none, 

You say I hey do not comb 
Their bair ot sea wetd one by one, 

Smiling above the foam ; 

And those who from the soil come, on then heel?? 
Dragging the fat glebe of the ccital hnds 
With withciul forest leaves, upim then hands 
Still the heavy gestuie of the hairow, a\c, or plough, 
All those with you deriding^ 

(frying that 1 was rnad here at the jiiow, 

That in the fields no longer hauns are hiding, 

'] hat in the dark, deep wood 

The bceclus bianch by branch at gloaming fall, 

And tiunk by tiunk, uudu the halchedb stroke, 
Without the Dryad’s bloot! ' 

Staining the blade withal, 

That now no more the Centaur races, ^ ^ 

Carrying away the fountain nymph across the plMh, 
Who naked in the shade laughs on his croup, 

And that the time is dead of unknown faces 
Speaking into the night or weeping into the rain, 
^lasks of the cavern where the echoes whoop, 

Kyes of the water, faces of the rock, 

Kates coming in the night and the tern post’s shock, 
Signs of the silence and the life within it, ye 
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Have said that alt is dead. 

And lliaL our soul has nothing now to see ! 

Lift 

Your oars upon tlic sorgo and gold whcrccjn wt dnit, 
JSing in the night and row along the wind, 

Not seeing what 1 see 

At*the ship^s prow where you have pinned 

My flesh of a mysterious Aigus with yemr every nail 

Like a bleeding, seeing eye upon a pcaeock^s tail, 

I, the t^eacock of the Sea, 

Who proudly tread 

And|j^ the prow my bluish wounds do s]>rcad. 

For i’‘ec them, 

For 1 see her, 

I hear their voice,, 

I hear her voice, 

There are Sirtris on iIil Sea, 

A Siren on the Sea ! 


ADOLPHE RETTE. 


1863 — 


VVINTER-SON(,. 

OtJit Lady and her sisters spin the reeling fleece, 
To clothe their bodies who ate far from France-— 
Caatlc of winter, cloistral peace. 

The joyful flames upon the hearthstone dance. 
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t>|jnng Inllb hi*? laughing soul over the snow's softptUoWj 
The gay wheels art wnirring round and round 
*‘Our sweet lords are wainng o’er the billow, 

Love shields his minions on heathen ground*” 

() Ladies, though the brasc wheels maUt a rattle, , 
Ihrds of ill ointn on the roofs alight, 

Days are dying, months have take n flight, 

Vuiir good lords «iu dead m batth 

Our Lady all alone spips in the c andle light, 

Her SI ters he beneath the cold gravestone. 

Her hair makes her a winding sheet of white, 

Our Lady falls on sleeping in her bower all alone. 

Listen, O listen, lid>, now thy spinning finished is; 

The wind is weeping under the porches, 

The wind this nirht has blown aslant the torches, 

L It not blood staining the panoplies 

\h I the \s ind moans low like a >ick child afraid — 

The good knights are dead in the Crusade 


ARTHUR RIMBAUD 

i854-i891« 

Tin. VOWELS. 

Vic vowcL, A black, L i^hite, I red, U green, 

I will reveal >oui latent births one of these * 

A, of big burnished dies the ebon hairy stays 
Eurnng o'er cruel stenches, gulfs of shade; F, hu<^ 
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Of and vapours, 1 mce of proud glacier’?, rajahs 
who 

In hnen ^^tter, umbel shivenngs, I, di pliys 
Of purples, laugh of loveIj lips wbtre ingers bl ire, 
Kicpectorated blood, t-x:cesscs '^teeped in rue 
U* the divine vibration of green st as, 

/Tons, the peace of cattle studded leas, 

Lme^ drawn by alchemy on studious foreheads wise 
O, wpreme clarion full of stndtnt noises strange, 
Silences where worlds and ang^s range, 

O, the Omega, and the violet ra> ol Ills eyes t 


SLT I r 

A VERDANT hollow whtre a brook sing loud, 
And madly hangs the grass with silver rigs, 
hereon the sun shines, of the mountain proud, 
A little frothing coomb that drunken brags 


A soldier, young, with open mouth, bare head, 
Bathing his nape m fresh blue cress, remains 
Stretched out beneath the «'kies in grassy bed. 
Pale sleeping where the light upon him rams 


Ills feet are in the rushes And hib smile 
Is iSHe a feverish child’s. He sleeps awhile 
him warmly, brook, on thy cold bank. 


His nojtlrils stir not at the sc< nts around 
One hand is on his breast He sleeps profound 
And there are two red holes in his right dank. 
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SKNSAHON. 

In summer tuenings lilue, pnckod by llie\vheat 
On rustic ]i\ll\s the thin j^rass I bhall Ireatl, 

An<l feel Us frtshricss nnclerneith my feet, 

And, droaminp;, let the wind halhc my lure hestjcl. 

I shall not speak, nor think, but, w liking slow 

Thioui^h Natiije, i shall rovt with Love my tjuide, 
As gipsies wandoi, where, they ilo not know, 

Happy as one walks by a woman’s ''Ule, 


WATFS AND STkAV>S. 

Hiapk in the fog \nd in the snow, 

Where the gieat an-hole windows t;h>w, 
With rountbd rumps, 

Upon their Knees five urchins squat, 
Looking down where the hakei, hot, 

The thick dough thumps. 

They watch his white arm turn the bread, 
Kie through an o])ening flaming red 
The loaf he flings. 

They hear the good bread baking, whilA 
The chubby bakei with a smile 
An old tune sings. 

ftreathing the warmth into their soul, 
They squat aiound the red air-hole, 

As n w«rm. 
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Atid when, for feastei<i’ midnif^ht bout. 

The read> bread is takf*n out. 

In a ( ike’s form ; 

And while bone.itli the blackened lieani'., 
Sings every crust of golden gUams, 

While the enrket brigs, 

The hole breathes warmth into th^* ni^^ht, 
And into them life and delight, 

Under their rags, • 

#!lld the urchins covered with hoar host, 
On billows of enchantment tossed 
Their little amis, 

Glue to the grate iheii little losy 
Noses, singing through the cos> 

(slowing holes, 

But with low voices like a pra>er, 

Bending down to the light down there, 
Where heaven gleams. 

^ So eager that they burst their breeches. 
And in the winter wind that screeches 
Their linen streams. 


THE SEEKERS OF LICE. 

WfpEN the child’s forehead, full of torments red, 
Implores the swarm of white dreams hovering dim. 
Two elder sisters take him trom his bed, 
t*^sters with silvery nails and fingers slim, 
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And him near a window opened wide, 

Where tangled flowers are flooded with blue air 
Ibeir terrible and delicate fingers glide,t 
Full of enchantment, through his heavy hair. 

ITe hears their timid breath, and, flowering it. 
Long vegetal and rosy homes sing, 

Tlut broken by a whistling sometimes, spit 
Sucke<l on the lip, Kiss of imagining. 

lie hears their black lids beating ; and their mil4> 
I'lectnc fingers, in the scented breath 
Of silence that in greyness folds the child. 

On royal nails crack little lice to death. 

And in him mounts the wine of idlenesses, 

Harmonica that well might rave but bighs; > 
And in his heart, in tact with the caresses, 

A ceaseless wish of weeping starts and dies. 


PAUL-NAPOLEON ROINARD. 

CONJUGAL EVOCATIONS. 

The honeymoon’s last quarter waning thin. 
They judged each other, very hazard he. 
With chin on breast, fresher and fresher she 
With irony in the colour of her skin. 
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Nor pleasure given nor hope for babe can hre 
Her Jiterile listlessncss to fold and flash, 

And the refinements ot the hii&band clash 
With hiii#haU weary widi to be a sue. 

His long days spent in planning some caress 
^ Whose keen surprise should set the night ablajse, 
Leave to him vanquished but the cold amaze 
Of having wakened only weariness. 

Then delicate fear into his cotftcience bit 
I-e$t his endured caress bred but disgust, 
ma so from chanceful women serving lust 
He asked the flesh that for his own was fit. 

Weeping; her heart unfalhomed and exiled. 

Her eyes proclmmod her loneliness, am] toltl 
Her longing for the sister soul you mould 
And wed wUh yours in union undehled. 

Till, tired of questing her appointed mate. 

Her faith returned to the confessor’s power, 

And her volubilate voice tame back to flower 
With serpentine avowals the stern grate. 

tired of time by which she was beset, 

One eve her body by the brute 
Was seized, and to this traitorous priest gave way, 
And l>y this priest to God, without regret. 

Knstic whose frame for labour was too slight, 
Pes^sant his own despised and made a priest, 
Pisdaining the disdain that brands the beast, 

He sated his voracious appetite. 
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She, yzeldcfl piously, the Church’s prize, 

Love’s slave but never conquered yet by love, 
Enjoyed perversely the proud lapture of 
Cluilty cohabitation with the skies 


JULES ROMAINS 

1885—. 

rilE BARRACKS 

Betties Acme molten m r and In es iogethn , 

The sunshine cannot make the barrack$^glad. 
Its seeming happiness is real pun; 

Ihe building iices to the East ; anigh 
Its girdle, forests, fields, and gardens lie; 
Then the horuon fuibished by the dawn 

The whitewashed parget walls seem to receive 
Only the purest rays that light contains. 

The red tiles give the roof a youthful look, 
The sanded court is opened like a flower. 

And yet the handsome building is in pain. 

The clock has just struck e’ght. This 1$ the 
When, in the mighty cities far away, 

A rustling of glad bodies fills the morn, 

Of men that from the girdle inwards crowd, 
Scattered no more by isolating sleep 
A fluid multitude swells streets like veins, 

And enters into offices and works. 
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Shop windows gliss thi basic of pis^trs b> ^ 

The omnibuses grate, the chimneys smokt, 

Men arc coni^'^cted by chaotic rh>thms, 

Keen groups are born, and ^waim, and are transfoimrd 
Awal^ened muscle> willingly arc strong, 
lAfe pours as from a bent, lull bottle’s neck. 

The barracks sufler, wishing back the 
The soldiers fain would sleep into tht dawn, 

To be themselves still longer m the dark, 

Nestling iheir liberty in crinkled '.Ifl cts 

The clarion’s panting cries compel the barracks 
Once more to don its single, dolorous soul 
Oiving to arms no time to stif tch themselves, 

To hearts no lime to glide out of their dream , 

The barracks sets us forces galloping, 

And whips at sluggish flanks that hate the hsli 
RCsb silenct, and the friendship of the dark, 

Are with a single impulse thiuu outside, 

For these impurities would weigh down limbs 
MVhieh may not have, until the day is done, 

One nerve inactive nor one muscle 1 1 \ 

The barracks hurries, but the hours are sacks 
To^yiiaiTOW, from too supple leather cut 
'Jo Glnld the heap of movements and of acts 
^th which It seeks to stuff them, out of brf alli 

the walls 

The Vi^tatmg fields he pensively 
TneplentSj sure they have time, b> slow degrees 
Wert out their shape, and in themselves unite 
The of being spreading like a lake, 

Tha joy of growing flowing like a nv t r 
And every time the barracks gazes thither, 

It bustles less and feels it is in pain 
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Bent soKlicrs scuib the wooden floors of rooms ; 
Tiieir backs will have luinbaj^o, arms the cramp. 
One w.is a farm-hand, and remembers now 
The music of the scythe in grass of June. 

This fair-haiicd fellow, paining down the stairs. 

Is thinking of a little Town 1 lall olfice 
With windows o’er a yellow, dozing sf|nare ; 

He used to sit in a cane-bottomed chair. 

With glossy paper round his pen, that threw 
Upon the left a fibre of blue shadow. 

Mud clots the corridors, for yesterday 
Was rainy; those who sweep are wearied out; 
Others that on the stairheads sejuat or stand 
Are scraping boots while sweat is on their brows. 

The traveller who climbs a wooden hill, 

And, with his foot upon the highest stone, 

Upon it pedestals his lonely frame, 

To sec the forest and to breathe its breath, 
Resumes, for o?ie grave second, in himself 
The sap, the sprouting, and the scent of trees; 
And if, in all the underwood, one twig 
Rises above ii'^ clog and sharply cracks ; 

If strawberries ripen, sheltered by a hush, 

One whiff of odour, and one flake of sound 
Lost in the smell and rustling of the trees, 

Hun to the traveller’s wide-opened brain 
Wherein collected all the forcbl thinks. 

Thus raised mote high than any peak of souls, 
With effort freed from the entanglement 
Wherein its branching passions cross and toss. 

And covered with unconsciousness, this dew 
Which dropped above the barracks wlien it passed 
The dark, dense flesh that does not know itself, 
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Already vast but undecided still, 

The conscience of the lunacKj*, 

From l^eaits dissimulated among things 
Receives the feeble bicath then essence scents, 
And bids the little griefs sent up by men 
Be seated in a corner of its griel, 

That they may say in two woids what they are. 
And what complaints they bear. 

This conscience prubc'^ tin ten<lei epidermis, 

Yea, and the tinal folds ot hifhian matter, 

Kven as a han<l that warms and fills a glove< 

And, tiimdly, in jdaccs, sees the chiefs 
Like scattered seeds of lead within itieli. 

And then it Iv,irs no longer Httlc griefs. 

A great wind diowns then weaiisume faUetto ; 

The ardent sex of men begins to cry ; 

Desire of males in cage calls out for females ; 

The soldiers sing, roar, |ostlc, violate 

The air. Their arms seek softer arms to knead. 

Furious at having nothing to cndiracc 

Savid other stiltencd arms that do not yield, 

Furious at never finding anywditrc 

The soft white bodies that are needed for 

The barracks to be scjothed and have its flesh 

In couples equilibratcMl, they kindle 

A fire of frenzied gestures, and their kisses. 

Waste cartridges cast in the flame, explode. 

And now a locomotive far away 
Buries a whistle in the womb of space. 

It is rebellion's signal; the clear order 

The strength of trams darts unto men’s, that they 

May break the threads which make them gravitate 
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Round the same motionless and haled centre, 

And from this turning sling escape, and pierce 
fhcir duty like the paper m i hoop, 

And the vast soaring rolled in them uniold, 

And go awa)r, 

And o*cr the horizon find their own horizon. 

h iin were the bn racks to dissolve and die 
Ihere lo a breath glides thiough the s(»ldicrs* bodic$, 
Moving, disjoining, elevating them ^ 

1 he enormous block seems porous. All its lives 
hrorti one another s hold tear to depart. 

It was a serried fleet of sailing ships; 

But the wind whips them and the masts have 
cracked, 

The ships are scattered broad cast on the sea. 

O to set out * The soldiers stamp to go. 
rheir hope, tiptoe with expectation, tries 
lo see beforehand the miraculous hour 
When dl com])ulsion shall be reaped like hay. 

And rude hands weigh the future, feel the moDthS), 
And count the days And on partitions they 
In trembling numbers carve how many more. 

By all Its men tlu barracks fain would die. 

O this were death delicious is pure water, 

It one could be dissolved, and j»ulvcnse<b 
And hulled m ruins by self hale, without 
One atom weeping the dead unity, 

And not one being clinging to the warmth 
Of living in the ihythm of the whole, 

Without the unity bewailing its conscience, 

O beautiful death ! 



JULHS RoMAINS. 151 

But tiot in this way shall the barracks die. 

First in its leaded coffin it must live. 

The State decrees it must exist, tndurc * 

Feeds if with dole of food fiom day to day# 

And 6Us It yearly with new sap of youth 

Then, one morninjr, war 

The barracks, that knows nothing. 

Shall nothing know. It uill be told 
To glide out of Its wails. 

To march, to follow a road, 

To get inside a black tram 

And later, not much later. 

Not knowing w here the carriages 
Have taken it to; 

Knowing nothing of all, except 
That It must kill; 

Lying flat on its bcll>, 

Leaping like a grasshopper, 

Wishing to live now with a frenzied wish, 

In mud, and smoke, and dm, 

Bleeding, raging, thinned. 

It will go and will be killed 
By canons 

And this presentiment makes weapons shine; 

It spreads a gloss of phosphorus over them ; 

The muskets reared in line shine with it so 
The soldiers have not for them that kind look 
Witn which you soothe the back of things familiar, 
But cast them glances grating on the steel. 

The barracks secs that it is filled choke-full 
Of muskets, bayonets, and cartridges. 
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There are erected muskets in the rickfc. 

And in the cellars and the tTairt ts too 
All thii swarms gerrmnatinfj in the barracks • 
This IS the seed ’ Ihc barracks know'^hcr sex* 
She IS prolific And she carries, like 
\ heavy ovary which throbs and swells, 

Millions of future dt xths witlnn her womb , 

The trains may whistle What if she forget ’ 
She has her flesh and her fatality 
l*ated she is to kiW and to be killed 


nil ( IIUKCn 

7ht lii af of ha u /hr It^ht 

PEOIIK airue to worship m their church. 

Though It IS getting tired and lusccure, 

The monument i an make a gal heiing yet 
With people poiued into iL b> the roads. 

It sifts them as they enter through its porch, 
And gently it lemovcs from c icli the thoughts 
Which might not melt so well as all the rest* 
Replacing them by others left behind 
By those who came to Mass m days ol old. 

The crowd which ti impUs on the flags ouUide 
Bears noscga>s of ideas new and bright. 

The fresh dreams of to day spit ad over them^ 
Rosy and blue as sunshades which m their ^ 
Own manner dye the rxdianct of the sky 

Inside there are no nosepa^s and no sunshades 
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The naves and aisles aie overftowinf^ with 
A crowd the pillars intimately know, 

Their contact is as anc k*iu as the c hur< h, 

And e^ry summer >Sunda\ when the sun 
Begins to lick the windows Ijy one edge, 

And in the winter o (discolouied lamps, 
pOT centuiies this crowd has been reliorn 
On every following Sunday still the ^ame. 

Women and men arc entering in file. 

The crowd is borne in haste by all the doois, 
Rumbling an instant, ordered, then appeased 
It has not changed its shipe; it is alicady 
Moulded unto the contours of the walls; 
Faithfully bodies lean on the same chairs. 
Now it IS hojn n^ain wlnlc ring the bells 

Rut the dark powei 
'1 h<U gives it life 
()n the seventh day 
Of eveiy week, 

Softens at last 
Like an old spring, 

Lillie by little 
liorn less lar 
From death 

It IS a group 
Worn out with use 
Whose flesh grows flabh). 

And in tht winter 
It IS Cold 
Under the roof. 
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In olden days, 

In the city 

It was the greatest of unanimous beings, 

And all the city was transfubod in it. 
but now the workshops have arisen, 

The workshops full of youth! 

They live in ardouu 

Their smoke soars higher than the sound of bells* 
They do not fear to hide the sun, 

For their machines.make sunshine. 


Like a dog that comes out of a pool and sneezes. 
The woikshop shivering scatters round it drops 
Of energy that wake the town to life. 

But the senile group 
Sprouts not with bristling 
Wires and cables. 

No electricity 
Rustles from it 
To countless house'’.* 

y‘ 

It is feeble, 

Its chinks are stopped. 

It is gathered in. < ^ 

*1 

But it preserves with pride Us fixed idea? 

Others may swell with sap and ramify; * ^ 

And shadow with a foliage of green forces 
All the massed houses; 

The humble group would tenderly, heart to heart; 
Speak to the infinite group benevolent words. 

For it is sure a soul stands o*cr the world. 
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It knows Crod’s finger painlessly from Heaven 
Leads the leash of natiu xl forces; 

Thai God sees all, and that His tendet eyes 
Wrap the form and penetrate the essence 
Of things. 

The group surt ol it. 

But fears 

Lest having to keep watch o*er all these minds 
And bodies, all these angels, beast , and deaths, 
Ant-hills, cities, forests, 

Planets and planetary systeitis, 

God see no more the little auditory 
Which listens to the Mass m i)iJlarcd shade. 

It calls Him; makes to Him the holy signs. 

In olden days t/od taught His creatures words 
Which force Him to give heed and to vouchsafe. 

The group that inumldes them knows not their 
meaning, 

But knows the priest before the altar knows* 

The illuminated summit of the group. 

Upon the murmurs serving it as rollers 
Slbwly the common llioughl advances, like 
A boat that fishers launch into the sea; 

And onward floats the thought to God. 

FtO|n hearts the fervour passes to the walls, 

The rising fluid magnetize'. 

The Steeple, and the steeple brings down f jod* 

God approaches, God descends; 

He is quite neai; the air 
Weighs heavier. 
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Something compresses, heats it; 
The choir is filled with incen&c 
So that, arriving, God 
Shall find here clouds 
Like those He dwells in, 

And feel less strange. 


lie is quite no*!!, quite near. Yon can whisper to ^ 
Him, 

Tell Him what yow would dare tell no man, ask Him 
For anything you like. And even if God 
Refuse, He IS so good you cannot vex Him, 


O God in Heaven, vouchsafe to cure my leg I 
Matter hurst from it yesterday. My God, 
Vouchsafe to hil my shop with customers! 

—Help me to find out if niy servant John 
Is robbing me ! - O God, cure niy sore eyes! 

—Save me, my God, from getting drunk so oft<fn \ 
—Lord, let my son pass Ins examination ! 

He is so shy. Thou shall have a great big candle. 
—Help me to make hci fall in love with me, 

I will [>ut ninepcnce in St. Anthony’s box. 

'—My God ! if only I could get some work ! 

- -lie makes a martyr of me. Let him die! 

—My God, my God, I am ctrtain I am pregnant; 
O let the child go loitcn m my belly .% 


It is like a hamlet at the hour of noon. 

On every soul's hearth they have kindled fire, 
Which casts its smoke and yields it to the wind, 
Ortd sees the bluish prayers climb up to Uim, 
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They are a perfume which delight Him. He 
f'omes nearer. The crowd rises, touches Him. 
Their longing to c.aress serves them foi arm. 

X'hey sdire on Ood lo piess Hun close to them; 

To be alone and tc* possess linn all. 

This morning, Ciod, the conscience of the universe, 
Has from the univeise witlidr.iwn, like blood 
Out of a bull’s limbs bletdmg at the ncad. 

All the world’s soul, the whole of God js h< re; 

The church is the glad vase ^hat gathers IJ ni. 

God now can think but of the little crowd; 

The things they wish ITc too must wish, since lie 
In them is incarnated and their breath. 

Then in the mystical certitude; 

Drunk with alcohol 
Hid in the organ notes, 

The light of the rose-window, 

And the stained glass; 

Clad with incense like 

A scented sleep that bends and swoons; 

by old, magnetic rites 

blunged in hypnotic sleep 

Whence mount, like bubbles 

Crossing stagnant waters. 

Memories and mouldiness 
And age-old madness; 

Forgetting that beyond these wall-. 

There is the town, and earth, 

And then infinity; 

The group so old, so little, 

Which withers, which is scarce alive, 
Dreams aloud that it is God. 
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LETTERS. 

These last few days I have not had one letler; 
No one has thought of writing, in the town. 

O ! X was not expecting anything ; 

I can exist and think in isolation, 

My tnind, to blaze and sparkle, does not wait 
Till someone throws a blackened sheet to it* 


Yci I am short of a familiar pleasure ; 

My hands are happy when I break a letter; 
My skin is thrilled to touch the paper where, 
Among the folded pages, lingers yet 
The immaterial presence of another. 




And for three days that I have had no letter 
I have been gliding slowly into vague 
Uneasiness, embarassment of being. 

As if 1 were ashamed of my own self. 
Intangible remorse weighs on my heart, 
Which was not far from thinking itself good. 
My arms are heavy, lax ; I dare not smile: 
The air seems to be angry when I breathe it* 
The love around me, and the strength within 
Disperse. The town, forgetting me, rebuke^ 
i No one is thinking of me anywhere, 

No more I am save in my wretched frame 
There is an evil tingling in my soul, 

An itching in my brain, my fingers^ ends, 

As if . . .— what have I done to merit it! 
The city’s blood were ebbing out of me. 


'it 
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THE STREl T 

1 DID lyt wjsh to come into thib street 

My hearty to be contented, n( eded n<»w 
A boulevard to a Ctthedrai’s* base 
* Too closely all the houses here embrace 
From winciow unto window opposite 
So short a distance li ive the smells to leap 
I bear them in a tangle on back, 

As though they were the dtiJsest fleece of wool. 

Too many vehicles run at my left, 

Too many shops are masters at my right, 

And I lim hkr t wheat gram pounded by 

The stone that turns round and the stone that holds 

So many bodies m some floors vilirate , 

So many clerks tread between cubic heaps 
And by quadrangula* pillars of raw hnen 
And efotn dyed newly; in the cellar stores, 

Near stones and vats there are too many chests 
Mewed wailing for a fre-shening breath of air ; 

The horses take such trouble n<n to knock 
TbtSfir glabrous knee against the wheel of carls , 

So many beds, m the darkness, where two bellies 
Swell out towards each other like two clouds , 

So many movements love, attenuate me; 

Andf without freeing me from distant places, 

Nor even from the weight of other sueets, 

Without removing from my legs ind heels 
The viscous mud that after me I drag, 

Since through the stagnant soul 1 lately passed 
Of quarters sleeping m the morning sun; 
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Without preventing the entire town, * 

With all its houses and with all its trains^ 

All that is stirring, moving, or at rest, 

JJeing here, more present to me than m> heart; 
This street, Urns .single street, has so much vigour* 
So many ways of leaching, having me, 

So many shudderings like writhing snakes 
For it to wind and wind about my limbs, 

So many rhythms which caiess or press, 

1 have no more the stiength to think of it. 


ON THE CAUSEY. 

A fJROU)" dies on the causey; I am pleased 
As any little lad that pelts with earth. 

And now men aie dispersing, keeping step ; 
Suddenly seems one of their steps to kindle; 

A jet of gas begins to flame, I love it, 

As men lo/e kisses that relax deure. 

The rattling of the carriages, I think ' 

That 1 would linger here foj only this, 

And budge no more ; and this steam-whistle cailih^ 
To hear it, on the causey f would stay, 

Having a sweet heart’s-shivering at my cheeks; 
And for the playing child there I would stay, 

Even if the gloaming of the boulevard 

Were but this child that sees no more his marble?} 

Stay for the maiden who is ;»inging somewhere 

Before a candleless piano, while 

Her tender body trembles half to feel 

The street without crawling against the wall?. 

Stay for one breath ; and nothing is alone, 

All holds me. 


And w’ell I know I must depart 
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THE SOUl.’.S NELT) 

I WISH Tor nothinj; more 
Tt#«,n my emotion of now ; 

Theie is nollDui' one is bound to know, 
And if mj chest 
It is with me It tills. 

And yet the breath I exhale 
I las the same taste as desire ; 

1 am not happy yet. ^ 

What does my soul need, this eve. 
Which IS neither itself, nor God ( 


I should need, perhaps, to tear the alga out, 
Roughly, that in bundle.^ ties tny limbs, 

And which the ebbing tidf takes not avvaj. 

Then I should feel that i am separated. 

And ending in the air, the eaith, my skin, 

And that my soul no longer feeds poor forces, 

And that the blood, heic, comes but from my heart 

Then, sure of having myself quite entire. 

With the annihilated street curbed under me, 

A woman under chestnut-treos would laugh. 

And n^hing of all that is the world this night; 

Nor caitte-heids nor villages of valleys, 

Nor yon far army under heaven encamped, 

Nor, reading at his lamp, the youth of twenty, 

Nor the group eating in the vessels cabin. 

There would be nothing precious more than she. 

1 X 
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She would he fain to walk at my left side ; 

We should be fain to think our pathways touched ; 
And the rhythm would leap from her thigh unto mine« 
Impusnnecl bird seeking another perch ; ** 

Since I should not have taken her into my arms^ 

We simply should go walking under the trees. 


I am alone ; but my environs ? ,; ' 

Suddenly leapt just now ; ^ 

They steady themselves ; they palpitate f 1; ' 
It is as though my hands [ 

Seized and raised from earth r 

A great swooned body ; ^., * 

And having puffed my cheeks ,,' i f 

I bury my breath in it ^ 

Through the slit of Us mouth. 


A couple passes, groping; 
it is as though my hands 
Ferried them down the street. 


'j}h I ii'i 
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Another couple yonder 
Stop mid in a shadow, 

Which docilely begins 
To turn around them ; 

And from shadow to shadow are kindled 
Narrow pointed souls. 

Which mount unwavering. 

I recognize them from afar, 

For they have a dye 
Which is that of love ; 

And the heat they make 
Licks, underneath, the leaves. 
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TO THE MULTITUDE WHICH IS HKIiE. 

Ileifo m the hollow 
The theatre, and docile to it-, wails, 

.Thou m<^iil(lcst to its carcase all thy flesh, 

And thy black ranks y;o from me like an ebb. 

Thou art. 

This light that I am in is thine. 
Tbou hatches! light under too neavy wings, 

JLovIng it, as an eagle loves her egg*. 

+ 

The town is nigh, thou hearest it no longei. 
Although it swell Uie thunder of its streets, 

Even though it strike* thy walls and bid thei die, 
Thou bhalt not hear it. thou shall be, () Multitude ! 
Full of thy only silence and my voice. 

aft thou as the core of flesh. Thy eyes, 
Each of the nijriad eyes thou turnest towards me, 

I aeo not if its Ind be black 01 blue ; 
am y^t I feel n touch me, dart its fire 
breast, I feel them all at once 
like a million swords beneath my skin, 

SliOtt bumest me. Vet kill me thou shall not. 

Irhe &ixne thy bodies can no longer keep 
tuatlcd along nerves and glances, and 
^fncTB in me who am become thy crater. 

! The voice is venturing from my flesh; 

It mountit trembles, and thou tremblest too. 

Test the ascension ol my word through thee. 
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Tt seeks thee, and it finds thee, seizes thee ; 

It circles suddenly thy ••ouls lh>t yi( Id , 

It IS in Ihce invasion, and victory 

( 

The words I say to thet Ihy tlf must think * 

In ranks they penetrate thy bended heads, 

And settle brut illy, tlicy arc the masters , 

They jostle, pu h, and thrust out idc the soul 
That dwelt 1 lie re like in ancient damt in tears 

All that they iiondereej, on, thy people here, 

This sorrow that they drag so many years ; 

The grief born yeslerelay which grows., the pain 
They speak not of, of which ihty will not speali 
1 vei, which make tht.m eat their tears by night 
And even this dc ire whi< h dins then bps, 

It must no lonccr be ' I drive ou* all ’ 

O multitude t Thy whole soul stands in me. 

A force of steel whose two ends I am holding 
Vierces thy body thiough and bends it back 
Thy form is I 

Thy tiers and galleries, 

1 seize them in my hst and fold them, like 
A bundle of lithe reeds upon my knee 

Do not resist, thou female multitude, 

I IS It who desire thee, I will ha\e thee * 
Let all my breath creating thee 
Pass like the wind of the sea. 

The violence of my lo\ e 

Has set thy myiiad bones a shiver, 

This brusque embracing scares thee * 
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Something in thee would resist, 

Thou female multitude, bat nothing daies to ! 

Soon shaltt thou <lie under the weight of thy hours ! 
Thy men, untied, *?hall glide out of thy doors, 

The nails of the night shall tear thy flesh asundei. 
’^Vhat matt CIS it ? 

I have thee ere thou diest; 

The bodies that are hero, the town may take them ; 
Keeping a cross of ash upon thcii brow. 

The vestige of the god that th#u art now. 


ALBERT SAMAIN. 

1858-1900* 

TUK INhANTA. 

MV soul is an Infanta robed in stale, 

Whose exile is keflecled evermore 
* In Ipciighty mirrors of the days of yore, 

) In Escurial left desolate. 

And at the foot of her armed throne there gleam 
The tyes of two Scotch greyhounds proud and thin' 
^ That chase symbolic beasts at pleasure in 
Th<ft forests of enchantment and of dream. 

Iler favourite page, called Once-upon-a-Time, 

With bated breath reads tales of Fairyland, 

Whilst motionless, a tulip in her hand, 

She listens to a mystic, dying chime . , . 
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TJn' park around her runs its leafy wheel 
With avenues tint blanch from balustrades ; 

And, gra\e, sin conjures up illustrious shades, 

That through tht dir/y dusk upon her steak 

Meek IS <?h(, umsiomshed, and resigned, 

Knowing what billti thing it is to live, 

Doweled with disdain imbed, yet sensitive 
To pity as the wave is to the wind 

Meek and resigned < v'^n in her sob*^ ‘^he, 

And only wroth when she evokes some vast 
Armada foundered on tin lies that last, ^ 

And all gieit spirits swallowed by the sea 

Too heavy puiple eves bow down her pride, 

And Van Dyck portraits m black vt Ivet on 
Old {,oId of walls, iheir hngers long and wan, 

And their grs i<l iirs from empires tl at have dledl* 

Ancient mirages all her wrongs redress, 

And in the visions that she seeks in dream 
Suddenly—sun or gb>r>—some bright beam 
Kindles the rubies of her haughtiness 

But with a sad smile she these fevers stills; ^ 

Fearing Iht multitude’s loud, iron strife, 

She harks afar, as does the sta, to life, 

The while hci eyes a deepening secret fills. 

No shudder stirs the opal of her eyen 
Wheie the veiled spirit dwells of Cities dead; 

She walks through noiseless halls nor turns her hes4 
And to unspoken words hei voice replies. 
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A$ might a lorn ship in the harbour wtit, 

File stands she^ with a tuhp in her hngers; 
Glassed in the mirrors of old time she lingers 
In an L^unal left desolate 

My i>oul IS an Infanta robed in slate 


SUMMER HOURS 

I 

PaoLONG ouriove’s contents 
Wuh a pallid wine that gleams 
Through glasses the colour of dreams, 
And m exasperated scents. 

Roses I O loses till • 

1 love them beyond enduring 
They have the sombre alluring 
Of things that wc know will kill. 

Now summer’s gold turns to ashes. 

The juice of the peaches you cull 
The snow of your bosom splashes. 

Dark is the park, without breath , , . 

And my heart is aching, and full 
Of a sweetness Ih it suftereth 

ir 

Moon of copper Air sick with scent . 
As under a dome lamps do, 

Stais burn through a balm of blue, 
And m velvet flowers somnolent. 
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The gardens are close as a tent 

1 hat incense sways heavily through^ 
And the waters are languorous too 
On the porphyries* colours blent* ^ 

No leafs shadow will stir . . 

Only your red lips burn 
In the littccl torch’s light; 

And you seem, in the air of the night, 
As fatal and hard as t|ie urn 
That seals a sepulchre 


III 

Great jasmines opened wide 
The dusk wi*h odours out wear 
As a bridegroom holds his bare 
Uttetiy fainted bride* 

The maddened moth has died 
In the torch’s golden glare 
In the palpitating air 
\ our eyes dream, opened wide 

KelovM, your eyes of green. 

In the dusk the perfume exhausts^ 
Arc dreaming of tortuies dire, 

And your nostrils, quivering keen, 
In the stifling scents respire 
Hearts* bleeding holocausts. 



Albert Samain. 


169 


i\. 


Flower petals falK 

pull flares the torch's mane ; 
Mine eyes to weep were fain, 
Mine eyes possess thee all. 


Yielded beyond recall, 

Heart, naught shall heal thee again, 
O clay moulded into pain . , . 
Flower petals fall. • 


The roses all are dying . . 
t am saying nothing, thou heaiest 
Under thy motionless hair. 


Uove is heavy. My soul is sighing . 
What wing brushes both of us, dearest. 
In the sick and soundless air? 


MUSIC ON THE WATERS. 

+ 

O HARK what the symphony saith. 
Nothing IS sweet as a death 
Of music vague on the breath 
That a far^ dim landscape is sighing; 

The heavy night is drunken. 

Our heart that with living is shrunken 
In effortless peace is sunken, 

And languorously dying. 



170 Albert Samain. 

Between the cloud and the tide, 
Under the moon let us glide, 

My soul flees the world to hide 
In ihmc eyes where languor is lying. 

And I see thine eyeballs swoon. 
When the flute weds the bassoon, 
though to a ray of the moon 
Two ghostly flowers were replying^ 

C) list what the symphony saith, 
Nothing IS swoet as the death 
Of lip to lip in the breath 
Of music vaguely sighing. 


ACCOMPANIMENT. 

Lime, and birch, and aspen branches quiver , 
The moon sheds petals on the river. « . , 

Like long hair in the breeze of evening stYeait4|ilg;^ 
In odour lies the rivei dark and dreamin|g[, 

The river like a looking-glass Is gleaming# 

The oar drips whitely through the dark, 

In the dream glides my barque. 

s 

J 

My barque glides over the unreal 
Kiver into the ideal. . . . 

The oars I poise arc sister and brother, 

One is Languor, Silence the other. 
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How, my heart, by rushes till, 

With caaenced oars. Ihit risf* and fall, 

How with eyes dosed luUo all* 

0 

The moon to listen leimng on the hill is, 

Because the gliding of my boat so still is . . 
Upon my cloak die, freshly cut, three lihes. 

Towards thy hps, voluptuous I'^ight and pale,^ 

The pent up longings of niy »oul exhale * . 
liair of the silvered nights -rtunbed over reeds that 
^ quiver* 

Like the moon on the reed beds, 

Like the oar on the rivei, 

My soul in sighs its petals sheds 


AUTUMN 

Wk in the lonely walk by custom marred 
l^siqe once ag^in with *'leps how burdensome, 
And by a bleeding autumn pale and numb 
ThP Opening of the avenue is barred. 


A$ in a hospital or prison yard, 

The ait is chastened with a sadness dumb, 
And every golden leaf, its hour being come, 
i alowly like a memory to the sward 


Between us Silence walks. . . . Out hearts do ail, 
Each ia out travelled, and its wasted sail 
Selfishly dreams of being homeward bound 
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But on these evening woods such sadness broods^ 
"^Under the sleeping sky our heart its moods 
Forgets by calling back the past profound^ 

f 

With a veiled voice, as a dead child’s might ^ouAd. 


EVENTIDE. 

Into the autumn evening’s sadness grave 
The panting town ftxhales its smoke and smut. 
Brother of ease, the river laves the foot 
Of ancient towns with legendary wave. 

The toilers, that their city labour leave, 

Make ring beneath their heels the bridge’s stones. 
Whose soul, with centuries out-wearied, moans 
In the indescribable l.rssilude of eve. 

An unseen hand has blessed the cloud ramparts; 

With less ot coarseness eye-lids are down^w^iglStl^d J 
And, like a captive long incarcerated, ^ 

The SQul an instant in its prison starts. ' ' 

soiled faces great eyes fever*wide, i 

with a plaintive effort poor burnt eyes 
Drink thirstily out of the pensive skies, 

^ And lips are now by silence sanctified. 

In heliotrope, with thoughts her fingers hold, 

Re very in loosened giidle passes pale, 

And brushes spirits with her vaporous trail, 

To the rhythnx ol a music known of old. 
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The West spilh roses on the river wave, 

And the wan emotion of the evening dying 
Calls up an evening pa»k wheie dreameth lying 
My youtht’Uicady as a widow grave. . . . 

* I see them all, the Beauties of the Past, 

•JRohed as my credulous heart dreamed long ago, 
Njmphs of the twilight houi they luin lound slow, 
Upon a distant landscape fading fast. 

Cstressing, light, as they have ever been, 

I flice them with the clay’s flight lilend their hair, 
And, flitting past me one by one, lay bare 
heart upon an ancient mandoline. 

1 listen . . and upon the river’s brown, 

Below each bridge that frowns like castle-sleep. 

Sail slow dr‘*am-baiks, in which dead ladies sleep 
By night on ancient perfumes through the town. . , , 

0 (:T 0 Bf:R. 

TdDWAltD sweet October pilgrim winter ciecps, 
iBrnshed by the last lone swallow’s frightened wings. 
Let us dream ... the fire is lit, the North wind sipgs, 

Z^t dream ... in ermine ashes the fire sleeps. 

Moptvtphous rain the blackening window sweeps. 

lamp-shade lights its chastened rose, and brings 
lire Ahtumn’s chambered sweet rememberings, 

Baiising the soul foundered in weltering deeps. 

¥h(! town is far. Through folded curtains steals 

Only the dying dm of rumbling wheels . , . 

Let ue from miniatures frail dreams unlock. 
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My soul unto a mauve horizon steers 

Whose sweetness fades; and from the crazy clock 

The hour in ribbons strikes a hundred years. 


SLEEPLESS NIGHT. 

To-night there shall be lighted here no lapera, 

But a shctaf of still wet flowers that shake in frann€S$ 
Shall light thy chamber—where thy tender paleness ’ 
Shall like a dieam drowned in white gauze vapouw* 

That we may breathe a bliss without alloy, 

On the sad piano wheie the flowers shake 
Play thou a song of angels’ hearts that ache, 

And I shall swoon into a Iranctd joy. 

So we will love, mule and aus»eie. Save this, 

That sometimes on thy bleiidei hand a kiss 
Shall be the drop that overflows the urn. 

Sister ! And in the skies that o’er us bend 
The chaste desire of passion tacitnin 
Shall slowly like a silver stai ascends 

VOUR MEMORY. 

Youit memory is like a book we love, 

And which our face is ever bent above; 

Our heart read into it the nobler seems, 

And all our soul is rich with longing dreams. 

The impossible I covet: I would dare 
Lock into verse the odour of your hair; 
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Chisel with goldsmith’s patient ait the word 
Trembling upon youi lips and yr t unheard; 
l^rtson these waves ol tenderness that roll 
When viur dear voice whips tempest'" m my soul ; 
And sing immortally the maddening billows 
Tossed m that gulf of breasts that are my pillow*-; 
Say in your eyes what sweets of coolness hide* 

’Like forest afternoons of autumn tide ; 

Knshrine the relic of our dearest hour ; 

And on piano^keys bring back to flower, 

Some melancholy eve when memories use. 

The $acred kiss perfuming still your eyes 


MUSIC. 

Since there are no words that can hold the brine 
On this sad evening in tny soul dislilling, 

Lejt a pure fiddle bow above it thrilling 
Its biiterness of lonely grief refine. 

Clear go' \$t full of memory^, thine 
The only water is for tlie IhirsCs stilling; 

^ ^The soul to be dissolved in thee is willing, 
as in kisses are desires that pine. 

0 sob of gold! . . . C) god dike magic • , . . Fresh 
Winds ofa wing run o’er the feverous flesh, 
we are by an angel’s hand caressed. . . . 

Hai*mony, thou a helpful virgin art, 

OadUng like a poor child on thy breast 
Onr indnite heart, our miserable heart. 
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ERMIONE. 

Tliii tender sky was strown with rrvses pale, . , , 
Your eyes dreamed, shadowed by your ♦ ideawake 
You floated in your mantle folds; with ache 
Of inexpieSiible things youi hcait grown frail, 

Tlie tender sky was strown with roses pale . . , 

Beni over mine like an iri^ over a lake, 

• , 

With violets were strown the heavens sad . . , 

And something numb, I know not what, disgulbed 
Your soul, and your pale smile ethereahzed; 

And underneath your veil your frail face had, 

With violets were strown the heavens sad . , . 

The softened tones of a Lawrence pastellued. 

Yet it was only, in the amethyst 

Of evening, souls with meeting glances thrilled^ 

Sweetness of drops of kisses thaJJ distilled, 

Vet it was only in the amethyst 
Of evening, music of love on senses stilled# 

Chaste in the raiment of your soul you walked, 

After you like a tamed wild beast desire. 

And 1 did in the evening’s cool respire 
My prowling dream trapped in your veil and 

Chaste in the raiment of yonr soul yon walked, 

Apd in your purity was quenched my Are, 
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And since I left you, from that hour I keep 
'^’'our mystery with which 1 am beguiled, 

To tractate with the stammering of a child, 
The charm of a vague smile on lips that weep, 


And an echo of lingering autumn, like a deep 
Sob of a horn wandering on waters wild. 


ARPEGGIO. 

The soul of a flute is sighing 

At the sounding heart of the park; 
We breathe thy silent replying 
Song in the limpid dark, 


Night of languor, night of deceiving. 
Who thy dream-hair dost unfurl, 
Into it leisurely heaving 
The moon, an Orient pearl. 


With your changing blue eyes, ye sisters, 
Clarissa, and Clara, and Kate, 

The star in the water ghsteis, 

Come, ere it be too late, 


To the paths where the moonlight is gleaming, 
And gather the sadness of their 
Hearts that die of the dreaming 
Of dying among your hair . . . 
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WINTER 

The bky weeps white tears that tr^Lre 
On the rosy days that are dead ; 
And Cupids with chapped skin red, 
And broken pinions, are fled 
Shiver.ng under the trees. 


The falling ev'^nings have died, 

That we dreamed in the cascade spray* 

where are they ! 

And their souls, that were ever at plajr^ 
And their hearts with ribbons tied? . * • 


The wind in the wild-wood rages, 

In the leafage where lovers, wooing* 
Bemoaned their hearths undoing, 

And wove their vows with the cooing 
Of the languorous turtles m cages* 


The turtles are dead like the leaves, 

The flutes and the violins sigh ^ 

No more, under leaves as they He, ^ 
Sounds sweeter than words are which 
Along the irresolute e^ es 


This melody—-hark ’—the farewell 
Of the last oboe from the core 
Of the forest ere it be frore. 

As if all the days of 3;ore 
Prop by drop in the spirit fell* 
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O gUnlitig satins, O white 

I’owclered hair, O laushns fine, 

O Milan da * O Kosalme ’ 

Uhider the stars crystallme, 

O dream of the blue ashen night' 

9 

O ht)w the brutal wind on the doors as he passes knocks ’ 
The shepherdesses are dead, all, and the shepheuls in 
^ their smocks. 

Desed is the gallant folly^ 

And the Beauty who slept in the holly, 

^ Deep in its age*tnngle<l bowers; 

And dead are the '■weet-seented floweis ! 

And thou, melancholy, 

' Pale sister of reveries, rise, 

Moon of the dead losc skies. 


(zALSWINTIIA. 

OaISWINTHA shiveiing with bowed head does sit. 
Always these unkempt kerns, and heavens dun t 
O gold land where all the sweet months run 
^Ai(td When the dusk comes sobbing into ii. 

her brute husband’s halls men see her flit, 
and ^ail; and friends she has not one. 
kneeb for whole days long at orison 
In cold bower by day w'lth candles lit, 

ifeit the barbarian tribesmen almost scorn, 

And slow, and distant in her deep gray eyes, 

She Walks with cold tears and with stifled sighs. 
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And since for snch an exile she was horn, 

11 ow often I witli passionate lips have kissed her ! 
A white corpse in my sweetest heart she lies. 

O melancholy vase, Galswintha, my sister ^ 


TIfE llERMAFlIRODim 

Naked, the Hermaphrodite is stretched to muse 
With writhing re{5tile limbs upon her bed; 

The jasmine garlanding her short-haired head 
And unremitting dreams her green eyes use; 

Her breasts erectile and elastic t^ews 

Excite the neighbouring parts that cannot wed t 
A superhuman, exquisite monster bred 
In higher skies where forms more subtle fuse. 

In her thin, lustreles's hair perversity gropes. 
Brother of evenings lost down fathomless slopes* 

A velvet shadow twists her mouth unsated; 

And her pale flesh she trails with stinging love 
Under the pagan sun that bred her of 
Thy golden froth, O beauty exasperated I 


THE GOLDEN FLEECE. 

Black in the blue night Argus sails, while doaea 
Each chieftain sad, dreaming of Gi^ecian hills; 
Jason alone, who sleeps but when he wills, 
Watches, wliile in his soul his dream uncloses. 
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The sb^de is limpid, and the hreo/e that blows is 
Sweet while the fire-nailed lyie the silence thrills . 
Jason with pride immense the hon/on fills, 

And breatljfs from far away Colchidian roses. 

While he grows di unken with the warm idea, 

In^the lascivious garden burns Medea, 

And in the breeze from Asia her flesh tingles , . . 

The dragon’s eye shines as a green jioncl would, 

And Fate, to brew an ancicuUfrenry, mingles 
With the Golden Fleece the sombre reek of blood. 


CLEOPATRA. 


1 . 

Lkanin(j in silence on the tower-rampart, 

The Queen, whose blue hair a silk hllct spans, 
In the troubled incense of perfuming-pans, 

Feels, Love immense, thy sea mount xo her heart. 

On the piled, falling cushions of her scat 
With violet eyelids moving not she rests; 

The collars of thick gold heaved by her breasts 

Setray her silent, languorous fever-heat. 

A rose farewell floats on the pyramids. 

Eve drbops a shadow from bis velvet lids; 

^ And while afar the crocodiles are weeping, 

Clenching her fingers, sighing into the air, 

She shakes to feel lascivious and creeping 
tlands, which in (he wind exhaust her hair 
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The heavy night weighs the dark Kiver down • . . 
The Queen, beneath the btars upon one knee, 
Suddenly pale while all her women iKe 
With uncbahic gebture open rips her gown. 


On the high terrace debperately she aHows, 
Love-bwollen like a falling fruit, her lithe, 

Her virgin body that does naked writhe 
In the warm and greedy wind, a snake that glows. 

She wills, and hex wild eyes dart lightnings white, 
That the scent of hei flesh U])on the wb^ld be 
blown . . . 

O sombre sea-flower scattered on the night! 

I 

And the dumb Sphinx ieels in his stubborn StQne» 
Upon the weary sands, a fire awaken; 

And the vast desert under him has shaken. 


KVKNING. 

The seraph of the eve past flower-beds strays « . 
The mbtle colours of the sunset die 
An exquisite death, long lingering in the sky j| 
The Lady of Reveries the Church organ plays. 

Pasl hearts the seraph of the evening goes . . . 
The virgins drink love on the zephyr^s wing; 
And on the flowers and virgins openii^g 
Adorable paleness gradually snows. 
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The roses bow their heads as night grows darker; 

The soul of Schumann wandering thiough space 
A pain incurable seems to be sighing . . . 

Somewhpe a little baby must be dying . . . 

My soul, pul in the breviary a marker, 

The Angel takes tlie tears irom thy dream’s face, 

* 

VISIONS. 

i: 

1 1>RBAM£D of a jungle flowered with burning scents, 
Moist with the tufts of musk and creeper glooms. 

Of a jungle of the Indies drunk with blooms, 

^here the gold of fertile rottenness ferments. 

1 was a tiger in the lubric trooj^s 
01 tigresses whose spine was slowly fretted 
With fits . . . while in the grass where poisons sweated 
Vibrated love in our electric croups. 

The fire of moonless nights our marrows warmed, 

And in the dark around us stars that swarmed 
Were lit to sec us, phosphorescent eyes. 

A distant storm prolonged its slow discharge, 



II. 

$ dreamed an old world with a soul reproved, 

♦ Eor which My prophet’s heart did tender feel. 
My eyes forced Doubt down in the dust to kneel, 
And heaven 1 fashioned when My hand I moiled* 
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Towards My robe came running orphan Pities; 
And when upon the road I chanced to meet 
Hope in a beggar’s rags, I washed her feet . . . 
And incense mildness fell on hills and cities. 

Then was T put to death at the Tyrant's best; 

A torrent gushed forth from My bleeding breast, 
To be to thirsty souls abundant boon; 

To Me were evening hours ot prayer devoted ; 

And in a nimbus of love My pale face floated 
At women’s sad heait like a mystic moon. 


III. 

I dreamed a primitive garden, where souls tender 
In white robes plucked gold clover from its bed ; 
Where azure breaths with warmth were velveted, 
And cradled silver flowers like women slender. 

On shores of waters shaded by high trees 
Mystical lovers solitude weie dreaming, 

And ecstasy, and plenary loy were beaming, 

And the Iambs of God were grazing on the leas. 

Love holy, ivithout hate or fever-burn, 

Drank at the lips’ profound and exquisite urn . . , 
O dream-desire perfumed with Heaven’s balms t 

Aud I am there among the marjoram, 

Virginal, and the bodiless angel am 
Whose slen$jler fingers play the candid psalms^ 
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DOVES. 

Tub weltering sea the bare horizon holds, 

The desg^ate sea wht re floats tht ancient aik, 

whose snapped mast Jfope, slnvernig in the daik, 

^Jer numbed arms on hei guilelAs bosom folds* 

* 

0 

For thousands of such years, at fall of night, 

Tire Soul, that steadfast pilot, sees dismayed, 

While she is steering through the sobbing shade, 

Her doves toward the unknowri*t)ort in flight. 

Scattering their plumes they sweep in search of home. 
Through the mad wind that lashes them with foam, 
Drunken with soaring where the tempests toss; 

And every Mack and cynic dawn the ark 

•Sees floating, with their wings spread like a cross, 

Upon the ironic sea tluir corpses stark. 


THE EXTREME ORIENT* 

An evening music in the lecd was heard. 

1 went to the river alone. I freed the painter, 

I laid me down in the junk was never a quainter, 
^tolsdessly, not to startle any bird. 

And the junk lay on the water like a pillow, 

And where it glided knew not, O lieyond raying 
The charm to be^on unknown waters straying ! . . 
And somclitnes I bent back the bough of a willow. 
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And breathed, upon a wave of indolence rockedt 
Thy soul, thou evening no sound-bhiver shocked, 

V'or subtly I do love the twilight air ; 

And bibter ot my dream sad water that sighs 
Diaphanous my cup is, aAd £ bear 
A melancholy heart where the moon rises. 

THE ORIENT. 

Lii R is a flower I scar^ly biealhc, for pain 
Is every earthly perfume after a while. 

My fancy xs queen of the Enamelled Isle, 

I know men go, and that the hour is vain. 

My delicate joys are made of porcelain, 

To keep them whole I use much care and guile $ 
And iny yellow tea’s blue steam bears many a ipile 
In scented flight my sorrows from my brain- 

I live in a pink kiosk in Wonderland, 

And all day long see from my window-frame 
The golden rivers in blue landscapes, and, 

A royal poet robed in purple dye, 

I watch my revery, a butterfly, 

Flit round the flowery fan from which it came/ 

NIGHT OUTWATCHED- 

< > 

To think. Alone in darkness sybilline 
To shiver ! . . . To be subtle^hre around 
The cosmos and refine great thoughts unfound, 
And feel human forehead grow divine* 
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To give oneS blood the hdioic battle s»ign, 

Not with poor vanity of tinsel crowncd» 

But in cuiras's of pude with drunken bound 
To clear Mortality's dividing lint*! 

To feel sound into one like Ocean^s roll 
The billow of the universal soul. 

To hear that in one’s heart all Ileaveti drifts ; 

V 

* 

To stand like Solomon, and to behold 
One's Work in pomp of jewels clad and gold 
Come like the Oucen of Sheba bringing gifts. 


THE BLACK C.OAT. 

TH® Black Goat passes, looldng for his bitches. 

It a red, bare night ! Thy last shame sinks. 

And dies in a pool of enervating stinks ; 

And midnight sounds at the heart of obscene witches. 

Desire’s simoon has swept the sweating plain ! . 
Blnnged in thy hair full of an acrid steam, 

Hy flesh hatches thy flesh in a numbed dream, 

Ai^ breeds the love which turns to hate again* 

The lust of each upon the other slakes 
{ts fury with eyes stigmatized, unsated ; 

And like to stones our hearts are desiccated. 

The Burning Beast has littered on our bodies ; 

And, as et is prescribed at dead men’s wakes, 

Our separate souls are praying prone where Cod is* 
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XANTIIIS. 

The breeze of niorninp; stirs the grasses fine ; 
Light vapour floats along the wooded slope, 

And, joining tree to tree with delicate rope, 

Long iridescent threads unbroken shine. 

Close by a brook wrinkled with morning’s breeze, 
Xaniliis, her sandals doffed, robe fallen, now 
Leans with one arm against a soft birch-bough,* 
And, bending o’er the stream, her image sees. 
Over one shoulder billows all her hair, 

And, white, she smiles to see how whitely lie 
Her imaged arms, her narrow waist, her pair 
Of rosy-pointed breasts, each polished thigh. 

And, with one hand that delicacy guides, 

Her young just-shaded innocence she hides. 

But a sudden cry makes all the leafage stir, 

And Xanthis trembles like a bind at bay, 

For she has seen, glassed in the waters gray, 

The wicked satyr’s hoi ns wlio loveth her. 


ROBERT DE SOUZA. 

1865—. 


PLAINS AFTER FAR PLAINS SWEEP. 

Plain? after far plains sweep, 

The sky is of velvet above ; 

The soul of the limes which is balm 
Leads in a soft sembsleep 
The wafting of hours calm, 

Warm, and sated with love. 
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The £>ky of velvet above, 

The so\il of the limes is balm ; 

Plains after fai plains sweep, 

The languoious houis are cradling the calm 
eaith to sleep* 


ANDRi: SPIRE. 
i868i--. 

OUST. 

^[UK SERVANI-GIRI/S SONG. 

Dusii:k, dust away, my friend. 

Never will your dusting end. 

1 dust it off, and back it falls ; 

The chimneys sme%ir it on the walls. 

Beat, hands, beat the books. 

Whatnots, flowei-pots, pegs, and hooks. 

Wardrobes, dressing-tables, shelves, 
Beds where the kittens coil themselves ; 

And, curtains, out of you I shake 
The dust your muslin meshes take ; 


And, cloaks and petticoats, I beat 
The dust vou brinp in from the street. 
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Duster, dust 'iw^y, my friend, 

Ncvei will your dusting end 

Take the ponder off that lingers ^ 
ITpon my hair, and rough, red finger*:; 

And keep the dust out of my teeth. 
Which 1 can feel it grate beneath , 

And take it, too,/>ut of m\ eir , 

And from my eye lialls that it bleais 

But do not let it waft and blow 
Into my dreams it dirties so , 

And keep it from the sun lit am spread. 
When I iwaken, on riy htd , 

And from baie statues, and from urns, 
Knicknacks, pictur!| frames, and ferns. 

And flowers, and vases , and we must 
Be very cartful i^hcn dust 

Embroidered lobes, and precious laces; 
Rubies and pearls in jew <-l cases; 

And gently round the room I tread 
Where mistfess dozes, ill in I ed , 


And now the window panes 1 clout 
Dust on the highioad blows about 
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And in the churchyard loo, no doubt. 

Duster, dust away, my frierul, 

^ever will your dusting end 

ir WAS NOT YOU. 

It was not you 1 was waiting for, 

Always. 

It was not you that l^saw, 

In the dreams of my boyhood’s days, 

And of my jouth. 

It is not you 1 sought 
In bodies like a goblet wrought. 

It is not you I saw in my dreams 
Coming down the hillside, girl with beams. 

We were walking on our way. 

Our paths met suddenly, one day. 

We stretched our hands out to each other, 

The days have fled, 

My well-beloved. 

LONELY. 

iTHltY pHy me. 

**Lt>ok at him, see, 

TTaking his walking-stick, and going out. So lonely, 
Hte i^ees us. Look at bis strange eyes. 

Not even c book does he take with him. Only 
Ilis stick* What does he mean to do? 

Is he intent on evil ? In revolt ? (Jr fever-sick ? 
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Alone, O beautiful white road, 

Between your ditches full grass and flowers, 
Over your pebbles telling tales of old, 

Alone, O forest, with Ihe blue bark o( youripines; 
And with your wind that parleys with your trees ; 
And with your ants processioning that drag 
Bodies of little beetles on theit backs. 

Alone, with you, you sun-drenched fields, 

All full of cries, and noises, and heads raised alert, 
Alone with you, flics, Berlins, buzzards, kites, 
Rocks, brambles, sources, crevices, 

Fogs, clouds, mists, cones, peaks, precipices, 

Heat, odour, order, chaos, and disorder, 

Among the dialogues your rival mouths 
Exchange fbr ever 1 

Alone with my stick, alone with my fatigue, 

My dust, my throbbing temples, and my dizziness, 
And the proud sweat glued to my skin. 


TO MV BOOKS. 

You, you have given me my noblest pleasures, 

I low many times my lips have kissed you, when 
1 closed you, my dear books. 

In you they sleep, frail seeds, 

Ready to burst to life again. 

The tnrills of days departed. 

^Ves I more than my parents, much more than my masters^ 
More than all those 1 loved, 

You taught me how to see the world. 
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Had it DOl been foi you, 1 should have lived 
Sensible only to the thin^.^'s me n do. 

Without you, 1 had been a poor barlKinan, 

blind as a little child, 

m 

You have dilated all my powers of lovinp, 
Sharpened uiy sadness, trained my doubt. 

By you, I am no more the being of one moment. 

And now, now I must take you 
Into the secrelest room of all tlft; house, 

And now with great seals I must seal your door; 
For I will b<5 as thougli you had not been. 


O yes, you books of the past, now I must hide you ; 

For I should die cooped at your side. 

For you would trouble the eyes you opened wide, 

And I should feel you between me and things. 

Now I must flee you, like a passioned mother 
Who has given her son the suck of all her breast, 

And who, in fear that some day he should cease to be 
her double, 

Clings to him, crushing him to her violent heart. 

Books, set me free ! I am going away to life, 

With open arms, bright eyes, and heart all new. 

My senses, ardent sons of yours, shall be my only masters. 
You shall be outside of me, I will disown you. 

Sleep) jealous brothers, in your sombre chamber mewed ; 
1 go* without regret, without one tear; 

I go made young by my ingratitude, 

Vibrating like a viigin, gladsome as a god. 
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BROKEN BELLS. 

O nicT 1 s, you sufier not your gods to die ; 

You draw us by our hearts into your churches. 

V 

Rut 1 see growing the imnlacaldc men* 

Who do not feel that (lod must be absolved 
IlLcause of your sweet singing. 

I hear their diy hymns, and I see their mallets, 

And the learned flames that lick their crucibles. 

O bells, we cannot do without your swinging. 

The bells of oxen they'tirc barbarous still; 

The mndens of oiu ctmntry sing no longer; 

Ihe noises of our forests aie too often sinister; 

And when the scythe has mown the murmuring hardest 
Who shall throw joy in human ears, 

If you are theie no more, bells full of light, 

O bells full of the sky ? 

You militant voices, flee from positive claws. 

As on Good Fridays you were wont of old 
To leave your steeples, leave them now again, 

But do not go too fast, and look down on our earth. 
You will see so many hands stretched up to you 
That you will come again to our Town fialls, 

To chime the beauty of our new beliefs, 

SPRIKG. 

Now hand in hand, you little maidens, walk. 

Pass in the shadow of the crumbling wall. 

Arch your proud bellies under rosy aprons. 

And let youi eyes so deeply lucid tell 
Your joy at feeling flowing into your heart 
Another loving heart that blends with yours; 

You children mint with being hand in hand. 
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WaU hand in hand, you lanfjnnrons maiden^; walk. 

Th« boys are lurnirif^ lound, and driukinj^ in 
Your Sensual petticoats that Ijeat yf»iir heels. 

And, white you swin^ your interlartnjr hands, 

Tell, wfth your waiin mouth . yearning each to each, 

• The hrst books you luive lead, .md your first kisses. 

• Walk hand in hand, )ou maidens, friend with friend. 

Walk hand in hand, you lover? loving silence. • 

Walk to the sun that veils itself with willows. 

Trail your uneasy limbs by languorous banks, 

The stream is full of dusk, ytur s'ouls are heavy. 

You silent lovers, wander hand in hand. 

THE KORSAKKN MAIDEN 

She climbed the mountain ; 

And| naked, 

Vaunting her body which he had refused, 

She said: 

dloud, stay ! O cloud, behold ! 

And thou, blue gentian flowering at my feet, 

Vou budding larches, bindweeds, you anemone*?, 

You dying snows less lovely than my tiesh 
Virgih of kisses still, not of desires, 

Behold 1 

ttOt tny body worth the love 1 asked ? 

breezes mounted from the i>lain. 

0r«ezes» she said, why will you turn aside ? 

Ypu pass, I am alone ; and I am white: 

Winds drunk with pollen, seeds, and hot embraces 
Winds bitter with the scent of bodies joined, 

Come, take my burning flesh in your moist breathing; 

I lov^d bis poor love, more I love your mighty arms . . * 
Less my regret is than the bliss you give! 
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NUDITIES. 

! In Imj> ? \ a t^udflv 

—-T ifK lAiftiun 

You said to me : JJut I will be your comrade; 

And you, but never chafe your blood ; 

And we will pass long evenings in your room; 
Thinking of our brethren they are murdering; 

And through the cruel universe we two 

Will seek some country? which shall give them rest. 

But I shall never see your eye-balls burning, 

Nor on your temples purple veins distend,— 

1 am your equal, I am not your prey. 

For see I my clothes arc chaste, and almost poOr> 
You see not even the bottom of my neck. 

But I gave answer ; Woman, thou art naked. 

Fresh as a cup the hair is on thy neck ; 

Thy chignon, falling down, shakes like a breast \ 
Thy headbands are as lustful as a herd of goats • . . 
Shear thy hair. 

Woman, thou art naked. 

Thy naked hands rest on our open book ; 

Thy hands, the subtle ending of thy body, 

Thyhands without a ring will touch mine by-and-bye . * 
Mutilate thy hands. 

Woman, thou art naked. 

Xhy singing voice mounts from thy breast; 

Thy voice, thy breath, the very warmth of thy flesh, 
Spreads itself on my body and penetrates my flesh . . 
Woman, tear out thy voice. 
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NOW THE SWEET EVES ARE WITIIERKU. 

Now the sweet eves arc witheiecl like thti, fljwers of 
October • 

-What should we tell the willow, and the reeds, and 
the lagoons*!— 

My soul forever has grown gray and ^ober ; 

^Whal should we tell the dunes ? 


The wind arising comes without a word discreetly : 
Fresh with your kisses is my brow ; 

The night-—as mothers comfort sweetly— 

Comes with a cradling kiss to greet mo, 

What should we tell the willow now ? 


While the spring bloomed you were my King, my Poet, 
You with your sweet words were the King of Hearts ; 
But w^hil6 we two were laughing, did wc know it, 

Tliat both of us were playing ancient parts? 

(!) you and I, did cither of us know it ? 

•*“^Now all is gray where we would go - 
We with our false and honied laughter? 

What knew we of the dark times coming aftei ? 

What did we know ? 
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Tlicic were old j>oernb, doul)tl<.ss, to me; 

To >ou, old taUs of fortune downing doles ; 

“ lou iovt m then *—/ ^ovejou^ — /ot.c me truly 
Wer< we so young to laugh at our own souls ’ ^ 
What bhould we go and say now to the dunes ^ 
What to the willow, to the reeds, lagoons t 
— 1 he moon is rising in pale aureoles— 

Our hearts forgave, and died like misty moons 


HOURS GRAY 

c 

Tjiosk hours were good to us, 

Like nuns with pity pale. 

Sweet hours monotonous. 
Drowning in mist, as docs 
A sister in her veil 

Those snnh s that hid not, after, 
Ihc wiithen hp ofgdl, 

Wcie tliey not worth our laughter"? 
Dear, worse hours can befall 
Than those in foggy palk 

They went by sad and swathed, 

As playing nuns do wind, 

In gleams of opal bathed, 

The gentle hours resigned. 

Our souls aie sls(^ is still 
Of hours of autumn gray 
fhtir gloaming brought no dull, 
Rut blurred our folhe'., till 
Our bcaits were hid awa>* 
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VViiEi HER sun or moon is out, 

Wliilc the wind of May lo blowing, 

While the trees the gras^ are strowing, 
Lads and lasses dance and shout i 
Round and round and round we go 
0‘er the blossoms* falling snow. 

X>ark and fair and east and we%>t^ 

/Ae 0fie that you love best. 

Raise your garlands r^erhead ! 

Crimson blood of blaming roses 
lilendcd with the lilies’ snows is 
Winch upon the sward .rre shed. 

And I know the balustrade. 

You will lean on, half afraid ; 

1 00 k and choose your loveliest, 

AVr^ t/je ouc that you love bt st. 

I.aughter, fiddle, flute, and fife 

Turn hkc leaves in the wild wind’s eddy; 

Have you got your answer ready. 

If he ask you now to wife? 

Take no heed, but laugh aloud, 

Speak not, if you are too proud 
Ror your love to be confessed; 

Kiss the one that you lo 7 je be:^t, 

TIIERK SANG A BIRD. 

fffy fat/jf^^s ko 2 i\e ilu re a bird^ 
In theon the hmcy 
* -lu oKlen tim«* — 

Across the heavy corn a sunbeam ran, 
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In the slow clays; 

A butterfly was flitting through the azure haze 
The breeze would fan ; 

The future raised fantastic toweis above 
A river winding far as eye could sec; 

They were the castle toweis of faithful love* 

—The bird sang them to me. 


Behind my father^ % homcy thac san^] a bif'd 
My young dream^s song^ 

And, voice of the plain, and voice of the wave, 
And voice of April woods whose burgeons throng 
The echo of the fuluie laughing lied ; 

Of the young heart the soul is the mad slave, 

And both sang all along 
The spring and summerlide. 


Behind myjaihtf s hornt.^ on a livte in the wpd, 
A bird sang of good hope and hardihood, 

Life and its joys, tournies, and battlehelds, 

The lance that shivers and the lance that yields; 
The laugh of the lady looking down 
Upon the victor from her high turret; 

The lady sitting in her silken gown, 

And pressing to her heart an amulet. 


Be/nnd^y Jut herd's thae \uns^ a htrdy 

hrom dawn to dusk I heard the song of him; 
And in the evenings of my loneliness 
His Song 'would haunt me hke a long caress; 
So long that at the chance ol some sw'eet woul, 
I called io mind the tunes which I did learn^ 
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Among the mosses and the brakes ol fern, 
And sang them back again to ladies dim, 
Ladies with hair brown, red, or black as coal, 
Ladies of mist without a soul. 


Behind my father house, upon the lime, 

* A bird was singing all the songs of pride; 

I stood upon the threshold and 1 heard; 

The old days of proud massacres have died ; 
IVfy prides, that foamed under my will’s high 
Would rear at any coronation’s festive strain, 
And they have smelt the flowers of the grave, 
Odours of catafalcos bitter and suave; 

My vanities are in their grave. 


rein, 


Behind my father's house, there san^ a bird. 

Which in my soul and in my heart this evening sings; 
I breathe the burning shadow where a censer swings, 
O rutilant gardens where my youth has lain, 

And aU your seasons, all your hours I live again, 

The laughing joy of bright leaves April lies on, 

Ji oy in the blue smiles of the lake on the horison, 
oy in prostrations of the passive plain, 
oy unclosed in shiverings; 

'he young delights that filled our eyes 
Rising and setting suns—stars of the skies, 

And Life’s wide portals open flung 
harvests young! 

Behittd my father^ house, upon the lime, 

Behi^fd my father^s house, there uinji^ a bird. 

In music of flutes and o( oboes*, 

Music that vaunted lliec, 

Thott, my Dream and my Choice; 

O dost thou know how at the evening chime 



202 Francis Vielu-Griffin. 

« 

My life grew languid listening to Iho voire; 

And from how far my soul has followed thcc. 

How far thy shadow tempted it to flee 
Towards Love's Castle which the bird sang of 
In the forest, on the lime ? 

—In olden time. 

BKAUTIhUL HOUR, WE MUST PART. 

ISFAUTiiui hour, we must pait, 

Thou in dream and roses digbt 

Straying for ever towards the vague and night . . , 

And yet I waited for thee like a sweetheart, 

I chastened my soul, and made it fit 
For thy shoulder’s nakedness, whereon alit 
My kiss aheady trembling with awaiting it. 

When I lifted mine ryes, far, lar iway. 

Thou It w IS turning the new-mown hay, 

Thou it was in the new vintagings, 

And it was thy step, all a shiver of wings. 

Thou weit iny hope, and now thou art come ere I Wist 
Laughing and fiail in thy naked beauty, girt 
With joy and love, thou who wert . . . 

Between yesteiday and to-morrow is no to-day, 

And thou and I - I swcai } —we have not kissed. 

dream is CALLIN<L 

STRErcil thyself* Life is tired at thy side 
- Let her sleep from dawn till dusk is falling, 
Beautiful, tiied she lies, 

Let her sleep— 
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Hut thou» arise : Dream ib anti calling 

In the shatlowb deep, 

And if thou shouldst delay 
I know not wlio shall guide thee on thy way 
— D*«am is passing and calling 
Up to the heights of day. 

Comp, 

Take only thy viaticum, 

And of all this love which speedeth every step 
Take hut desire, and go, 

But be not slow: 

Dream is passing and calling, 

Calling once and no more* 


Walk in the shadow, run ’ 

Art thou afiaid in bonie abys> to be falling? 
Make haste 1 . , * it is too late : 

Beautiful Life in love-bicep reaches out again 
Her gentle arms, thou art embraced 

Too late ; Dream is passing and calling, 
Calling in vain, 

Passing with disdain . . . 

Then, 

Though Life be tired, kibs her till she surrender. 
Of her an art engender ; 

Tfthott didst wend not to God’s infinite ways, 
According to the Dream which -jpeaketh not but 
prays. 

Return, and beautdul Life cmln.ico ‘ 

Krom thy death-pain and her deep }oy and goml 
Breed some melodious song, 

Which bhali outlast thyself, and, ringing strong, 
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Lau};]! and wccij when in the joyous wood 
Spring roves along 

With Love’s young ever-to-bc-spoken guile. 


And sing thou in the radiance or his smile. 


IN MEMORIAM—STEPIIANK MALLARM^I. 

If one should say to yotL: Mastei, all hail! 

The day dawns on the earth ; 

Here is the dawn as ever pale ; 

Master, your window I ope. 

The morn is climbing up the eastern slope, 

The day is at its birth ! 

--- 1 think I should hear you say : I dream. 


If one should say to you : Master, wc arc here, 
Strong, heart and head, 

As yesternight we stood l)efore your door; 

Wc have come laughing, here we stand, 

Wailing for your smile and the firm grip of your hand 
— They would answer us; The Master is dead. 


FloWeis fiom my tcrracc-bcd, 

Flowers as in a volume’s page, 

Flowersj why? 

Here is a little of u$, songs with our heart’s blood red* 
Eddying shed, 

Even as these leaves fall down and eddying lie— 

And here is the shame and the rage 
Of living to speak words—when you are dead. 
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CHARLES VILDRAC 

t882- , 

CIIKYSANTIIKMUMS. 

At the black foot of trellises, by alniond-brAnchts 
shaded. 

At the heart of coibeils, at th<^breast of b nver*., 

And all along the loam of avenue'^, 

Are fallen faded, 

Of all smells, and of all hues, 

Flowers and flowers. 

Lascivious flowers, they all have died 
Of loving without rest. 

With the sun in rut upon their breast 
That odours lubrified, 

Th(iy have fallen, they have fallen dead 
On earth’s hard bed. 

All the summertide, 

Ripe with luxury, with kisses dried, 

The bitter flesh of pinks, the irises’ black sex, 

And even lilies, 

Above all lilies. 

And from this dung that water fertilises, 

From this decay that shadow decks, 

Where pallid sunbeams scarce can come, 

Marked with anathema arises 
The pitiful chrysanthemum ! 
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The pitiful chrysanthemum that blooms alone : 

Ib I gray foot from putntion takes 
Her nourishment, and from the bittci coipie ol perfumes 
makes ^ 

That stinqini;, vicious odour of her own. 


Now, while the aihours in the garden shook, 

The sensual virgin tore and look * 

Chrysanlhcmnnis that lik^ the woods were weeping* 
And, in their petals her thin fingers steeping 
Her vice and fever crushed and kneaded them; 

Her opal, onyx nails took every stem, 

And split it, and the drownki hearts she hrmsed ; 
Then she w^ashed off her hands their blood that oo^ed, 
And, while her young breasts swung, slic held lieneath 
Her nostrils hei wet fingers, clenched her teeth, ^ 
And fed her acrid instinct with this rot 
Arisen from dead autumn's prmicnt he it. 

And, in love’s rhythm that relentcth not, 

Her iioslnls beat and beat . . . 


SONG. 


Hoi iNCi lor nothing, to walk through the Streets, 
This IS a better f rtc than men believe, 

Because you can behold the passing by 

Of all the pretty girls* there aie. * . . ^ 

Hoping foi nothin?, to sail life, 

Is ali the same well w'orih the while, 

Because of sunny moments* which 
It IS indeed delight to fee! pass !>>. 
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Would you perceive that you ,tre very happ>, 

If you were hapj>y lon^ei ibjin an hour * 

Is It not belUr to havo iiiit IIk* powtr 
Of lovmf; with your eyes, 

Bit oue j)ooi inoincnt na]>c, and eyes. 

And the mystery that tlccj* with i)retly feet 
Of all the pretty t;irK Ihoie arc ? 

Come, life is williiifj to be borne ’ 

Kaith IS not yet so cold and worn, 

And the rate minutes arc not yet so rare 
In which you tell youtbclf that life i'. tair, 

In which, quite simply, >011 bepn to li\c. 

In the cool fi;iass, in the warm sand. 

Or when your whole mind to the joy you 
Of gatherini^ with eyes the passing l)> 

Of all the pretty girls there are. . . , 

COMMENTAKV. 

n^RK, before me, the lamp, the paper; 

And behind me this troubled day 
1‘assed in myself 

Following the hunditd turns and twistings of my 
thoughts. 

Trying to justify our steps. 

And then my steps, 

Trying to find my starting-place 
Upon my route’s confusing plan. 

And now, before this paper. 

And now, in this my house, 

1 am still in myself, 

And stifiino- theie. 
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O the cfjeat rc&onant r^los 
Thai all tin's day T have repeated, 

And which, because I can no more improve tlicm, 
Now I am going to scl <lown 
In my most learned eloquence ’ 

t 

Ah my first roles, costumed in pride, 

Moulded in love and bravery, 

IIow they are wearied and humiliated 
In this my “ theatre in my arm-chair ; ” 

How they would li* e to go ( at just a little into 
the bticel * 


O all of you whom I resemble, 

Have you no pity on us ? 

What pure poets we are : 

In the warm museum of our chamber, 
Our navel marks the centre, 

Ani we examine our own ashes 
Behind our bolts. 

What pure pods we are, 

O we collectors of our fevers, 

Who “ bring out” our copies of them. 
And run, on winter evenings, 

To listen to what people say of us ♦ 

What pure poets, what pure poets , . 
There are mad oceans far away, 

And mad skies, and mad sails, 

There are mad vessels far away ; 

We talk of these in the fine weather, 
Leaning at our window. 
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C) yoUi what men iie wc •* 

We 3-re attired in black, 

We jjo Ij our work, 

And when the wtalhcr is not veiy certain 
take fvur umbrella 

I am tired of interior moiements * 
r am tired of interior de]jirtiuts 1 
A.nd of heroism with the stiol (S of i pen, 
And of a beauty all in formulas 

I am ashamed of lying to rny w )ik. 

And that my work honld he unto rny hfc. 
And of hting able to lecc mmodate myself. 
While burning aroinaiits, 

And ot the musty o I nir rugning hire 


Water stagnating, in i pool s dark 1 elly pent, 

'^ater which gr< crio at the sciled heail of old fountnn 
Tildes in its breast a life intense. 

Quivers with l>eing populous uith heists. 

And with the long and languid dream of priest s, 
it feels the fermentation of the living mud 
Whose rotting in slow bubbles U exhales, 


Bdt It IS blind and does not know the sky, 

For death has sheeted it with withered leaves 
It; cannot see save what it harbours, 

Bat mute this water is, and emnot sing, 

Nor laugh nor murmur Id c the sea and rivers 
And to itself can on)} strain a long drawn echo; 

T4 
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IJat It Is (leid, and cannut roam, 

And cannot run and leap and glitter, 
Caressing qua)s and boats, 

And cinnot go to the tmbract of mills 
And cannot contemplate save life in its own 
It H inhabited by life and lives not, 

Fven as is inh ibited bj life and lives not, 
riic melt life of corpses 


And I should like to make come out of me, 
1 o make a poem with, R»y steps. 

Taking or no my pen to witness, 

Taking or no my fellow men to witness, 
And I should like 


Ihe stagnant water, too, would hkt 


AND YET 

No water has abiding dwelling place 
Within one feeble hollow of the earth, 
Which with tht sky is face to face 
J^et the noon glow, and the wind blow, 
Some little of it must escape, 

A flake of cloud or pearls among the grass. 


Let the sun fill the house wall yonder, 

And blue \yc on thy highest pane of glass, 

And ihy feet shall be naked and warm among the 
sands, 

'Vnd with thine eyes the birds shall wander 
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AN INN. 

It is an inn theje i> 

Cl OSS loads of Chrtive.s-M.iison'?, 

In the land wheic il is always cold. 

Two naked highroads cross. 

They never saw the gainenng of Inrvcsts, 

^J'hey go heyoud the sJcy-line, very hu. ’ 

These arc the cross-ioads of Chctivcs-Maisons. 

There are three cottages. 

In Ijie same coiner coweiing, all the three. 

Two of them are uninhabited. 

The thill] one is this inn with heart so sad • 
They give you hitter cider and hlacl^ hrcail. 
Snow wots the wcopin'T pirc, the lioste'ss is 
A torlorn woman with a smde so sad, 

jf 

Only the very thirsty diink in it. 

Only the very weary there will sit. 

And never more than one or two togethtr, 

And no one needs to toll his stoiy there. 

And he who enteis there with chattering teeth, 
Sits down without a sound on the bench’s edge, 
Stretches his chin a little forward. 

And lays his hands flat on the tabic. 

One cannot think tliat theie is flesh 

In his stiff, heavy clogs; 

llis sleeves are shoil, and show 

llis wrists whose bone makes a red bowl ; 

And he has eyes like a beaten beast’s. 

And obstinately stares at empty space. 
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lie eits his bread with leisure, 

T*ecause his te< th «iit worn. 

He cannot drink with pleasure, 
liecause his throat is full of pain 

When he has finished, 
lie hesitates, tht n timidly 
Ciocs to sit, a little while, 

At the (iK side 

His cracked hands iftarry 
I he hard embossments fdhis kntes 
His head inclines ind dnt^s neck, 

Ills ejes are evci scared at tuiply >pue 

ITis i^ntf hcRins to die im, to <lrcim, 

And wt if^hs ujKm his nape ind eye 1 ishc , 
An<l oiu by one makes wrinkles on his I lee. 
While Irom the fiie comes delicately clear 
A new born baby’s weeping, far awry 

And now a little girl he had not seen, 

Comes from the corner where she srt , 

A delicate and pretty little girl 

She has a woman's eyt s, 

Fye& widened sudd< nly with tears 

And now she comes anear him, very gently, 
And comes to lean upon the stranger’s hand 
The tendei flesh of her mouth; 

And lifts to him her teir filled eyes, 

And retches him, with all her dthcate bodv> 
A hille flower of winter which she has 
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And now ihe man ‘-obs, iob*?, 

Holding in awbwnul Iniids 

The little inaidLii'‘i hand and dowei. 


The forlorn woman with the smile so Fad, 

Who has been dumb and walohing this, 
i^egins, as though she dn'amed, to speak, 

Begmo to speak with lar-dcpnitcd eyes; ‘ 

“ A man came lu le wflo was not one of ns . , , 
He was not old with poverty and pain, as we are, 
He was as sons of queens may be, ]>crhaps, 

And yet how like he seemed to one of us! 

And no m m ever spoke to mo as he ibil, 
Althoiud* he only asktd to sit and dn ik ; 

He Uaried Ins elliows on the nnchile of the (able, 
And all tiie time lu alayed I looked at linn; 


And when he rose, I could not help but cry, 
lie wa* so like the one 1 loved when I was sixteen 
years . • . 


He was opening the door, 
7'o go back into lh(‘ wind, 
Hut when I told him why 
The tears were in my eyes. 
He shut the door again. 


And all that evening, all that night, 

His eyes and voice caressed me, 

I^fy folded pains, he stretched them out, 



CHAKLES VlLDEAC. 


2 1 -} 

And spile of liis young years and of my cfiilly bed. 
Spile of my empty l)rcasis and hollow shoulders, 

He stayed a whole day lf>n^ to love me, yes, he loved 
me . . . 

And then this little £;iil w\s born 
Of the aims of love he gave me . . 


AKTEK MIDNIGHT, 

T1 is at morning twilight they evpiie ; 

Death takes in luiml, when midnight sounds, 
Millions of bodies m tlicu beds. 

And scarcely anybody thinks ol it . . . 

() nu n and women, you 
About to die at buak of day, 

1 see you* hands' uneasy nuiltiliuh', 

Which now the blood deserts foi ever ! 

While pcMple in the throes of death, 
Wiesthng ui all the woild to night, 

And whom the >vce])Hig dawn will silence, 
Featful I hear your gasping breath ! 

How many of you there are dying ’ 

How can so many other folks be lying 
Aslccj) upon the '-lioie of )t)ur dtatb-rallies ^ 

, , . Here IS noise in the house ; 

I am not the only one who hears you , 
Someone has stepped about a room, 
Someone has risen to watch over you , . , 
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But no’^ It IS a lit Ik sunj' I lu*ai. 

If someone stepped ibout a ioom» 

It was to g«j ami rocU a little child, 

\^hf) has been born tlii'* evening in the bouse, 


INVKCTIVK. 

Man whom I woik foi, I am angry with you ^ 

But not because you pay me to possess 
jMy loveliest day of days, »iy dearest hour-?, 

And for the right of fnmg to your things iiiy L>es ; 

I am not angry with you for the sake of light 
Dancing elsewhere, upon the river .and on llowtis, 

Nor for the sikc of what my thought haves other- 
where, 

Nor even for iny iudejicndencc gone. 


No, but because you have not made me love you and 
esteem you, 

For all the hope 1 had of U 
And my good-wiil . . . 

No, but because instead of joy, 

You make me know 

The ugliness of earning my own bre.ml, 

Vea, and the grief of helping one I scorn. 


Vet I was very eager to absolve you. 

If I could only find that you 

Loved just a very little for itself 

The task you give my hands and yours to do ; 
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Had you bceii )ust i> lililt hkt ihc faruifr 
Who does not need, to live m among his 

beasts, 

7o calrulalf thomontj of then Ikbh and wool, 

If 1 had only found * 

Ibat you, in short, Jjad some faith in the part you 

pHy. 

Whale’ll It was, then I had given to you in fiilk 
The reverence winch is due to any beauty, 

Then I had seen your words illuminated 
By fire enough for joy and zest of duly. 

Hut no, your actions showed me phin 
That my toil, and your eare and calculating 
Had for thiir only aim your vulgar pell; 

And that my lian<b uere your accomplices 
And that niy c}es weie wilntsses J 


HANDSCAPi:. 

Tins was indeed a spot where sickly earth 
Was pouily clad, 

Roacb s’rewrt witli slag, and gathered stones, 
And nettle blinded puildles 

('tver a rubbish heap 
I here was a scraggy path, 

Jhor cvei sick of being perched so steep, 
Without communion with the earth , 

The shiuhs that had been planted on it 
Were dead Urcady aM al< ng one side. 
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You saw, besides, a little foiling mill, 

Low and dilapidated in lii e^rnc, 

Whose rliimncy, with spa iinodic jtrks, 
iSpa^at the sky its di> and hollow pufK. 

Spite of chaotic glacier*; of cloud'., 

Rearing aiound an amuable blue, 

It v&as a wretched landscape, ttul>. 

And yet >ou found there, if you looked, 

A good place of grten gr#bs, 

And yet of listening cars there could be litar<l 
A noise of foliage, 

And of pursuing bird*- 

Yea, if one had enough of lo\r, 

The wind might be peuiiontd, even th rc, 
l*i>r music and for fngrince ; 

And even there the forest could be found, 

And sunshine plajing in the vciduie, 

And hurtling on the stones with violence ; 

And, even theie, a man might find quite near him 
And and savage ])Iains, 

And fields in ecstasy. 

And even thence a man might take 
A recollection of the opulent earth, 

A tufted memory iich as any garland, 

As tlurable as songs of childhood are, 

And penetrating as an echo is. 
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Pi;;( \\i i1 A lii^lon ol llu -ivniboMst inounjn I is 
needftl A T lltitjUls U tuns on tin sul ]t< t 
di Itt ]\ifsu 1000 1007, (U> inO sum 

to ha\c bmi inihlishcil OIk best slvttth of 11 k oriL,nis 
scuii‘> to iin bj b( tin DuUb os'? i^, 7 tn^ h( S nif Z/vA//, 
bv A (» \ 111 11 initl (// t hlh n i iitUft le iu itnt i lani 
////) lit -,i\(s tin? (olJowiii Itlis 

V((Oi0m to (riisliu K dm tin sjiiibohsl mf>\(nuiil 
bi^^m lu IbJS 7^^ ' In 11 (»iis1i\t K dm, tlun )( us 

old, w IS numm? dmut \ ifm jdaus toi tin un(>\ dn n 
ot I'rtnfb jMUtiy m 111 In »I, md witb s oni b s oL “ilivllmm 
p)[o^t ’ 111 bis jioitfolio In ISSO Iv dm bu mn n iniiiitul 
NVitli Laforjfui, iiid ilic two fu nds discussed “liu ^^sc 
and “tin ] liilo ophy of tJn uiKoii oous ” Kdiiibul tlun 
to fulfil his ptiiodol mibtiiv sen ire, uid was ini four v it 
m Algotia, out oi ton a with Iihia7\ htr ui 1^*11 is, 
toi Ills coiresiiondr ua witli Ldoi^^ut Wlitii In ittuiin i 
to Pans in tin aiituum of ISS' In founrl much tbit w is 
dunged. Not lint tin. liaditiond linn of Finirli Anst 
had lost much pie tu(, lliou^fh \tilnm in d Anr/um 
bad abowtd hiiiisiU ^otm fnub m m tin. ebon( rif 
and lime buttijr stir ot Mall irnit w is m the asceinlmt. 
On the 6tli April I'sSi tin first mimbti ot JjhUh bul 
appealed In IbSt \trliim tlnn^fed his jmbhshfi , bis 
works had prtviou 1\ bun publislnd by Leninr<, tin 
publisher of the run issians, lioni this d itt lits boohs were 
jmbluhtd b> Li on \ miri (sm r essoi, Messtm), who bre mn 
the goniral publishn ol tin snnbohsls In 1SS4 draw 
Mor(as» published Iiis fust booh, Lfs 
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riH luw stjlf btt line unlonon in ^^S5■ Tn this yedx 
\ inn I published Ihltf/utsonKf s, detachh^s 

d Ado V nofptltff am sa tn /tat Taxtota^ phtu- 

muiiti di J* c/ttsse (titU pxge it ^^Jit/junty the' Ltott 
\ ItboLime known later ili i1 tliH ]nio(lv, whuh 

nunypiopli took to lx stnons, had hem wiitUii i»y Gibiul 
\ i< am ind Henri Htnulnr *‘Adon l<lou})t tti,” so ran 
tht till, w IS a number oi the iinnh ‘Mi luniii flenrt,” 
ind i dis( ijde ot tlu “fijrands iintntniis de li po su do 
Vivimi" llninu Aisiiiil (St(]dniu Mtdhtnn) .ind 
‘Mdeiuoiou (\eilauie) **Pitaduit,' sail tlie piibln, 
t ikiiit’ thill < ue iiom bneh linis is 

‘ r »t lU line danse 
Ih 11 (h ladciKi, 

roinnie uii tneiiiu t 
Doll nimint Hnel 

( ttnit des < hloroses 
1 t c etait dts lou , 

ind fro u siuh confessions as this 

“ Ftro js^teux, c est toiifco une philotjophio, 

Noi Herts et noire sniiff ne valent pas deux sons, 

Notre teiiolle, au vent d EU, ee Iniui lit * 

Gantur had edit I BmdiHm i “poite do dicadence/^ 
and touipand him with ttie Latm jiotts of the Homan 
decadence VtrUint h 1 1 wntten a wnnet beginning: ‘Me 
sins 1 Kinpne a la tin di H du idenco, (jui le^aide p.ibsei Its 
firiaiula Birbuies hiuics fu tin u<« SiOU for 11th August, 
18h5, app tiid an article by Mon is leieiting the teiiii 
“dtcadtid, ’ luid suggesting “sjmbolist " Hut others 
auepted “lUiddint/ and on the 10th April, 1886, appeared 
the Inst numbo ol Aiutolt llgu’s magi/moXu 
11*1)11 « paniphltt IJEtoU Ih adente (\auier, 1887), tlie 
del adont is set u)i as h inoJd citizi n On the 11th of April, 
IbSfJ, appi xrod the tnst niimhei oi La I otjac, on the 1st of 
Octobei ni the & line jear that oi 1 a St/mMisU, and on the 
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sanif (lay lldm C^phils La T>icahncr Thf Ue m hui 
pithdaitc b(cani( in of^aii ol tliL ik w diHflmu with the 
hist jmmbtr of its thir I rii s NovioiIki 1 si, ISSO 

On th( 18th Siptinibpi, 18’sb, Lir/ar) piilihslicd i mini 
b sto Mom enlit] I !< S^iubolisnu On thf 2hth 
Siptunbti lolioAMiijj AnitoU liami critui td this innii 
tcsto in / r T mi s JMok is lusweied liinni in l( t>ymh 
fpr tlu 7th October of llu sinie ypir (Iluse artich of 
Mor( is*are reprinted in ( in < hii^iaiyt ^ L(^ ptc'iH t^ns 

itmcs (ho Nimbohsm , Vamtr, 1*^S9 ) 

Piige XVI Kiihaid Whitiag ^ivethe English ittitudi in 
Chapters III iiidlV ot Ths^ Jdaat ‘*he advan id 

to sabitu auotlibi <listint,mshed anthoi vlio had pist dom 
si\ month'- this 1 h nnul ^^as tlu ilmf of tliL b^mbohst 
St bool, wlio h\ 1 b(.(.n put avi^sy ss the result ol a truly 
luroic sttfrnpt to hvt lowu to Ins own books I will 

runembi i joiniiif.., in i \ihip round to <iublt him bi recite 
bttort a fiw ol tin ri*,ht soit such ol hi« own pot ms as di I 
not absoluti I 3 nu I w isJun^ witli i sj ongt Chanliuift 

wi bis iibnoiin il stile tlu best w ly to lake liim m 
Jus humour was to nuct linn 11 a sty Hi writings liad 
inrtnite iiatlms is a n\clition of his menial slates Yet I 
should h ii L thought tlu y should hue bien kcjd in ]ars , 
and carefull-y se iled ir in when tlu microscoj>ists had dour 
with Ihtrn, and wlun tlu wtathd was wirm ’ Mini 
rescmblame has all that to austcie thinkers like dc Rigmer 
and Viele Giiffin { 

Page xiiii, Not< 2 — Phesc equations of Sunt Pol Kon\ 
umindom of tlu Af nainj tr nl dfcadont lulindu poetry 
wave si alb on shi)) , battle fish sword, bitlh gtesc 

Arrows, (oipst dew blood , etc 

Page xviii, Note '1 A G van IJaincl (>p cii ^ p 31) 
stems to identifj Jacques Plowert with Paul Adim 

Page XIX fl —Confusion ol genres see Mr Pei rival 
Pollard s Afa'^k^ and Mi'n$hcls of Modei n (jtnmny (He me- 
mann, 1911), p 20i 

IS 
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Pa<;;o xliu -“Tlic poet of joy ” “LVssrnoo <lii mond<‘, 
la 'JulHtaiK.e do<j Citrfs n\vt pas riiitu11ig<iuce, inuis iSctiviti 
oil It volonti, lonimo s < xpiimeiait Scliopeiiltiiitr Mais 
f oiitrdiieinent a <e quo ptiiae <e lUrnui, <itt« adivit*, 
pruiripo dc tout, no s^uiait Vexeroei sai s di^gagti dila joie, 
car a touto foiution en oxcuice ^’attache un plaiKii . 

Ml mo la doulour est bonne, cai elle e'^tciiivou mic puisbamo 
d’ytro ot so contond avec oetto joie sac no, latcule, intuitive 
qui baudo porpituollemeiit iiotre tncrgic au fond do notro 
.Tmo Tancrfde do Visan, VAttiiuth du It/nvnr eon 
tempoTa}ny p 36, Bee same book, pj) 1J6 13S 

Page Iv. —De Tlignui is now in A< tdetmcian 

Pago Ivi.—(Jueriii, howevoi, used issonatites in bis earlier 
woik 

Page Iviii —Anotboi anaichist poet i'> Jelnn l{ntus(1876 
—) who was biought up m I/nidoii and Scotland. His 
most famous book is Let iSo/Uotpic^ dv Vavinc 
1896), written in the most liornnk Pansiiu slang, which he 
brings Christ ba k to earth to undeistTnd In intent the 
book IS Christian, but Christians will say that bla&iihemy 
can go no further 

Page Ivii -Since the Introduction to this boolt was written 
an excellent appreciation of fteiny do Gourmont by Mr 
Arthur Ransome has appeared in the Foitmghtly Remm 
(September 1911) 

Page ly\x—“TJnanism,** as the doctrine of the Abbey 
*^cliool IS called, derives, like “ Futurism,’* fiom Vcrhacreu 
The latest shoot from that might} stem is the “paroxyst’* 
school Organ Ruhrigue^ noiivdlrs. Pans ** Art 

dynamiqueque la phllosopliie beighoniennc non seulement 
justihe mais impose,says Nicolas Beaudiun, truin^ter-in 
chief, who has just published /ic? du Pin Ac There is 
something m Beauduin*s theory of c “ Au lieu de 

viser k susciter cn nous la representation d’objets d^termm^s, 
la poAsie doit done temlre id^alement a nous douner 
Tapproiimation paroxystique d’un absolu,” 
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A play by Duharael, Xu Luuihe, was by th<^ 

Odooii 111 April this y^ar. U i«t publj*>hc<l by Fi^un ro 
J/AriHfe ia VilU, by Talc* liornam*, ha(l goin* ovrr 
same boards a moiitb bctoK ,, puliJishtd b\ Ok M( n urt 
de Trai^d Kornams al j)ublishKl tliib >iar witb 
^ HgUKre Mor( (h a most lemaikablt novel 

\Page Ixxxii —Gojon The thcnio is tojm il InVlUn^ 
tration k>T the 29th 1911, Rostand publislied iUmttqw 
de VA^le —a poem which leathes such Miblinie heights a 
this: 

"Gloire ^ celui qui part 
£t puiu qiie pill* jamais ne voit reparattre ' 

Nul ne 1A rapp(»rt(^, 

Nul ne Ta vu descendre Ah' c est quhl est, peut t ire, 
Alontf^. monied, montd * 

Page 194 — “ As on Good Fridays,’* Jn France, on Good 
B'riday, the bells ar^ believed to have left their spues to lly 
to Rome, wLonoc they come back on Easter Monday 
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THE CANT»ERBURY POETS. 


1/ Vom , 8VO 

Christian Voar* 
Coloridae. • 

Xion^eUow; 

OampholL 

ShoUey. 

Wordsworth. 

Blako 

Whittier. 

Poe. « 

Chatterton. 

Borns. Pcx ma 
Burns. SongH. 

Marldwe. . 

Keats. 

Herbert. 

VletOT Huso. 

Cosmer. 

jthalcespearo! Songs, etc 
BtUersc^ 

Sonnets of this Century 
Whitman. 

Seott. Mansion, etc 
Soott. Lady oi tue lAko, t.li 

Praed. 

§o£Siinlth. 

lOaoksy's Love Letiers. 
denser. 

GhUdren of the Poets. 
Bern Jonson. 

Bjrron (2 Vole). 

Sonnets of ISuropc. 
Allan Hrasay. 

Sydney Boheu. 

P<me. 

Hmno. 

Beanmontand Fletcher. 
Bowles^ )Lamb» etc. 

Sea IMtnslo. 

Barly Bnslish Poetry. 
HemolE. 

isallades and Hondeaus 
Irish Sfi^trelsy. 
Hilton's Paradise Lost, 
dacobite Bi«,jiAads. 
Anstrallan Ballads. 
Hoore's Poems. 

Border Ballads* 
Sons-Tlde. 

Odes of Horace. 

Osslan. 

Patry Huslo, 

Sonniey. 


PiiorooRwi HI Kpinov, 

Poems ol Wild LUo, 
Paxa^sdise lic^sainod 
Crubbo 

£>ora GieonwolL 
t^ootne s 1 anst 

iau.7n *3^oTmotS 
Lao'^lov 4 Pueitis 
CUuck AnHiology 
Hunt and Uoed 
Humoi ou -i Poems. 
Lyttona Plays. 

Great Odes 

Owen ftloredlth's Poems 
Imitation 01 Christ. 
Palntci -Por ts 
Womon-Poots 
Lovo X^y r ics. 

Amoi lean Humor Vor&e 
^otti h Minor Poets 
, Cavalier Lyrl^^ts 
German Ballads 
Songs ot Beraufcr. 
Poems bv Koden Noel 
.Songs ol Free dont 
Canadian Pooi iS 
Com. Scottish Veiso 
Poems ol iNla'^ure 
Gradlo 

Poetry ot Spoit 
Matthew Arnold 
The Bothio iCiouRb>. 

Bi owning’s Poems, v <>1 I 

BiownlngsPocin*-.V<»t ; 
Browning sPoom^-f, \ I 5 
Machay's Lovers Mtssal 
Henry Kirho White. 

Lyra mootiiiua 
Aurora Lci'^h 
Naval boiigs 
Tounyson's Pooms \ <>i i 
Tennyson s Poems, \ ol « 
War Song^j 
James ihomson 
Alcacandor bmith 
Lee-B imilto i -v 

Paul Verlaine. 
Baudelaire. 

New ZcalTrtd Verse 
Contemporary German 
Poetry. ^ ^ / 

Coutomporary Belgian 
Pocti y, 

Centcmpoi ary French 
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THE WORLD'S BEST BOOKS. 

The Scott Library. 


Maroon Cloth, Gilt. 

Zloxnauco of Klnf' Arthur 
Thoreau's Walden* 
Thoreau'a Wools, 
Tlioroau*s Ks^ays. 
Confeaalcuis of an JCn^llsli 
Optom-Eator. 

I*andor's Conversations. 
Plutarcli's litves. 
Browne's KcUt^o Medici* 
Essays and Xiotters of 
P« B. Sholloy; 

Prose Writings of Sivirt, 
My Study Windows. 
LoweU's Essays on the 
English Poets. 

The Blglow Papers. 

Great English Painters 
Xtord Byron's XiOtters. 
Essays by Leigh Hunt. 
Longfellow's Prose. 

Great Mnsioal Composers. 
Msrous Anrellaa. 
Sptetotns. 

Seneca's Morals. 
Whitman's Spoelmen 
Days in America. 

Whitman’s Democratic 
Tlstas. 

White's Natural History. 


Price i/‘ net per volume. 

I Captain Singleton. 
Essays by Mazzij^L 
Prose Writings of Helna 
Reynolds’ Disoonrses. 
The Lover: Papers bX 
Steele and Addlspn* 
Burns’s Letters. 
Volsnnga Saga. ” 
j Sartor Resartns. 
Writings of Emoraon* 
Life of Lord Horhert. 

I English Prose, 
j The Pillars of Society* 
Fairy and Folk Tales. 
Essays of Dr. Johnson* 
Essays ot Wm Hazlitt. 
Lander's Pentameron. Ac. 
Poo's Tales and Essays. 
Vicar Of Wakefield. 
Political Orations. 
C^likes's Autocrat. 
Holmes's Poet. 

Holmes's Professor. 
Chesterfield's Letters, 
stories firom Carletoo, 
Jane Eyre. 

fillsabethan Euglaad* 
Davis's Writings 
Sponoe's Anecdotes. 


THE WALTER SCOTT PUPLISHINC CO., LID.* 
LONDON AND PKLLlNG*ON-TVNg. 



THE SC0T7' IJERAE) 


Sloro's Utopia 
Sadi’s Gull^tan. 

English Folk Talos( 
Northern Studios. 
Famons Roviows. 
Aristotle’s Ethics, 
liandor's Aspasia. 
Tacitus. 

Essays of Elia. 

;palzae. 

Dq Idussot’s Comedies. 
Barwin’^ Coral-Roofs. 
Sheridan’s Plays. 

Our Village 
Humphrey’s Clock, 
Bouglas Jerrold. 

Rights of Woman 
Athenian Oracle 
Essays of Sainte-Bouve 
Selections from Plato 
Heine’s Travel Skctclpcs 
Maid of Orleans 
Sydney Smith. 

The New Spirit 
Marvellous Adventures 
(From the I^Iorte d AitKni ) 

Helps's Essays. 
Montaigne’s Essays 
Buck of Barry Lyndon. 
WUUam Toll 
Carlyle’s Gorman Essays. 
Ifamh’s Essays. 
Wordsworth’s Prose. 
Leopardi's Dialogues 
Inspector-General (Cogoi) 
Baeon'e Essays. 

Prose of Milton 
Plato's Republic 
Passages from Froissart 
Prose of Coleridge. 

THE WALTER bCOTT 


(ou'inuetl. 

1 Heine ill Art and Letters. 
Eb>fays ol Do Qulneoy. ^ 
Vaswrl's Lives 
The Lsoooou 
Plays of Mfloterlinek 
Walton’s Angler 
Lessing s Nathan the Wise 
Renan's Essny.'i. 

Goethe’s Maxims. 
Sohopcnliriner’s Essays 
Renan's Life ot Josus. 
Confessions of St. Augus¬ 
tine 

Principles of Success In 
Literature ((L ii. Lowds). 
Waltons Lives 
Rena us Antichrist 
Orations ol Cicero 
Reflootlon-. on tho Revolu¬ 
tion in France (Burko> 
Letters ot the Younger 
PUny. 2 \oJ<, 1st »ii»d 2ml 

Selortcd Thoughts of 
Blaise Pah oat 
Scots Bssayi^tts 
Mill’s Liberty 
Descartes’s Discourse 
on Method, etc 

ICdlidasa's bakuntald. etc' 
Newman’s University 
SketohoH. 

Newman’s Select Essays 
Renan s Marcus Aurelius 
Froudo’tt Nomosis of Faith 
Political Economy. 

What is Art? 

Tho ‘T'xtord Movement. 
Hume’s Political Essays, 
Rydberg’s Singoalla. 
Petronius (Trimalohio’s 
Ban^nctt 

Senancour's Obermanu. j 

rULLl.‘>HING CO , LTD., 


LONDON AND 1 El.LING-ON-fVNB. 
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THE WORLD’S GREAT AUTHORS. 

View Senes of (Iritfcnl SOiodrapbics. 

GlSliA'l’ WBITEKS. 

I^Ute t loth^ KJiii^ Priit li. net, 

AUU^ADY TS'^UJI.n- 

lilFK OF LONGFELLOW. Prof. E. R. UOBEBTSOK. 
LIFE OF COLERIDGE. ^ ^ALLCw^E. 

LIFE OF DICKENS. Frank T. Mabztals. 

LIFE OF D. G. ROSSETTI. JoisiiPH KniOUT. 
LIFE OF SAMCBL JOHNSON. By Ool. F. Oraj^. 
LIFE OF DARWIN. r. T. 14 mtany. 
CHARLOTTE BRONTE. Augustjnjb Birrell. 
LIFE OF CABIjYJjE Rkraud Garnett, LLD. 
LIFE OP ADAM SMITH R B, Haldane. M.F. 
LIFE Ob' ilFATS. W. M. llossK'-m. 

LIFE OF BilELLFA" William Shaup. 

LIFE OF OOL LV Ml'J’Jf. Austin Dorwjn. 

LIFE OP SCOT T Pi YONOte. 

LIFE OP BURNS, Piofebnov Blackeb* 

LIFE OF VICTOR HUGO. Pi ank T. Marzials. 
LIFE OP EMERSON. Fk'Haud Garneti', LLD. 
LIFE OF GOETHE. Jami .s Sime. 

LIFE OP CONGREVE EpmuNd Go.ssb;. 
lilFE OP BUNYAN. Cttuyia Venables. 



• GREAT WR!TRRR--toniinue<f. 

LIFE OP CRABBttS. T F, Ky juei. M A, 

LIFE OP HEIN$!. Win lAW fc>n\UP, 

LIFE OP MILL. W L CotiuNM 
LIFE OP SCHILLER II. W. Ni^ v i \ ^ON. 

LIFEI«OP CAPTAIN MAREYAT B^ v id lUNJfAY. 

LIFE OP LESSING. T W Kollksion. 

'life OP MILTON. Richaud Garnjett 
LIFE* OF OEOKGE ELIOT. Oscar Bror M^a. 

LIFE OP BAIjZAC FREDERinc Wkdmor*. 

LIFE OP JANE ADSTBN. Goldwin Smuxl 
LIFE OP BROWNING. Wtt uam S/urp. 

ULFB OP BYBON lion Bout n Note. 

LIFE OF HAWTHORNE MowfURr Conway. 

LIPP OP SCHOPENHAU LE Profowor Wai lacb» 

LIFE OP SHERIDAN Llo^ r> Zander*. 

LIFE or THACKEIIA'^’' Mtanxir ami Mamiaja 
LIFE OF CERVANTES ii L Waits 
LIFE OP VOLTAIRE I ram is Kspisasse 
LIFE OF LEIGH HUNT Cosmo Monrhouse. 

LIFE OF WHITTIEB J Lin row ' 

LIFE OP RENAN Francis 1 spinasse. 

LIFE OP THOHEAU, H s Sai r 
LIFE OP RUSJKIN Amimoki WnoAn 
LIFE OF MABTEHLINCK Jeiimo Bitiiell, M A 
Bibliography to ©ach, by J P Anoukson, British Museum 

LIBRARY EDITION OF ‘ GREAT WRITERS ♦ 

Printed on laigo pnpei of (\tta cpiihLy, in liamhome bmcUngt 
Dexuy bvo, price 6(J pei vuinuiu 



Nb¥V AMitions. 


The UvSeful Red' Series. 

Red Cloth, J’oLket Size, Price Is. 

NEW IDEAS ON BRIDGK 13y Archibald 
Dunn, Jun. 

INDIGESTION. By Dr. F. if^RBERr 
Alderson. 

• 

ON CHOOSING A PIANO. By Algernon 
S. Rose. 

CONSUMPTl 0<<r. By Dr. Sicard de 
Plau/oles. 

BUSINESS SUCCESS By G. G. Mu.iar. 

PETROLEUM. By S^dmv II. Norih. 

INFANT DEEDING. By a PmsrciAN 

DAINTY DINNEB TABLES, AND HOW 
TO DECORATE THEM. By Mrs. 
ALhKLl) J’RA(, V. 

'THE LUNGS IN HEALTH AND 
DISEASE. By Dr. P\UL Nii'.meyer. 

ALL ABOU r TROUT FISHING. By J. 
A. Riddell (“Border Rod’). 

HOW TO PRESERVE THE TEETH. By 
A Dental Surgeon. 

M O T H I*' R A N D C III L D. By L. M. 
. Maerioi t 



i/- Booklets by Count Tolstoy. 

Bound in Whitt G/ainnl Boa. with Gilt l-,cttcrin 
WHIRL LOvf I , IHIKI t,OD IS ALSO 

< inr I wo f 11 (.i IMS. 

WHAl MIN 1 IVl BY IHB GODSON 

Jl VOU NFf I I Cr ! HE HR! , YOU DON F rUl 11 OUT 
WHAT SIIAl L II I KOI IT A MAN J* 

2/- Booklets by Count Tolstoy. 

NLW EDITIONS, K1 VISED 

Small j2mo, Ploth with I mhossird n on Pover, earh 
containing I wo Stones by i ount 1 >Kloy, and Two 
Diawings b) M R Milhr In Box, i'nct 4s each 

Volume I contains — 

WHLRli LOVB IS, 1111 K1 GOD IS Al SO* 

! HI < OD-.ON 

\oIunieIl (ontain^— 

WHAT MIN livr lY 
WHAT SHAII ir PROHl A MAN? 

Volume III fonlains — 

IHE IWO PILGRIMS 

IF VOU NEGLECT THE FIRE, VOU DON 1 PUT It OUl\ 

Volume IV contains— 

MASTER AND MW, 

Volume V contains — 

TOI stoy’s parabi f<; 

THP WALTPR scon PL BUSHING CO 1 ID, 
LONDON AND FFLl ING ON TYNK 



Musicians’ Wit, Humour, 
and Anecdote: 

I 1 7 Nf. 

OVDirS OF COMl'OSEFS, SINGERS, ATsD 
INSTRUMENTALISTS OF ALL TIMES 

) \ 

Frederick J. Crovest, 

Author of Jhf (jttaf /ifi P “ 7 //^ Sio}y of 
Biitish hdilvt of ** ikt ]\Ja ta AlustctanP^ 

Senes^ eU , eti 

Profusely Illustrated with Quaint Drawings 

by J. P. DONNE. 

In Om Vohoue—Crown 8vo^ Chth^ Richly Gili^ 

If I 3 / 6 . 

Among the Immhtds of lories abounding in and 
pointed repailec which tht \olume contains, will be 
found anecdote.' of inusicixns of all countnes 

and period's 


Thl Wai riR Siou Pubi miint Comiany, Lid., 

[ONDON AM) 11 1 LING ON "lYNE. 







